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6 FAIRY GIFTS. 

tell me about it — there, leave your bird with my cat and 
dog, they'll get on right well.' 

*Ay, ay, I'll warrant you they will, especially if 
your cat takes a more than common fancy to my bird,' 
muttered the Wizard, who appeared to be something 
sharp in his temper. By this time, however, the Fairy 
Rubinetta had relieved him of the wallet he carried 
on his back, and had placed a bowl of smoking hot 
hasty pudding before him, in consequence of which 
agreeable proceedings he became much mollified. 

'Great doings for you, Mistress Rubinetta,* said 
the Wizard Katchookatchkan between the mouthfuls 
of hasty pudding. 'I am glad to see you are get- 
ting tired of your dignity in this out-o'-the-way 
place.' 

' Tired, Sir Katchookatchkan,* said the Fairy briskly ; 
' and pray who told you that ? ' 

* Why, weren't you glad to see me } and didn't you 
say you wanted excitement ? and don't I remember the 
time when you were fit to snap the head off any one 
who came near you ? Don't tell me ! ' 

' Well,' admitted the Fairy, ' one does like a little 
excitement now and then.' 

'Ay, ay,' chuckled the Wizard, 'you may say that. 
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Mistress Rubinetta, without any fear of not being 
believed ; ofie does — a woman does, no doubt' 

* I think/ said the Fairy Rubinetta with dignity, ' you 
forget, Sir Katchookatchkan, that you are speaking to 
a fairy.' 

'Not a bit of it,* answered the undaunted Katchoo- 
katchkan, pushing his bowl aside and drawing his wallet 
towards him. ' / forget — I wonder when I ever forgot 
anything.' 

* What's in there } ' inquired the Fairy, probably 
thinking that she would have the worst of it if she 
continued the argument 

'Ay, there it is, you see,' said the Wizard, peeping 
into his wallet and peeping out again. 'You might 
also say. Mistress Rubinetta, without any fear of not 
being believed, that a woman is sometimes a little 
curious. But now to business.' 

And the Fairy Rubinetta, probably with a shadowy 
recollection of how business is transacted among 
people who are not fairies, placed on the table an 
inkstand without any ink, and a pen without any nib, 
and looked solemn. 

' And now,' said the Wizard triumphantly, ' since we 
have decided. Mistress Rubinetta, that you are getting 
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tired of your solitude, probably you will not object to 
giving it up for a little while and becoming a Queen's 
messenger/ 

' By my red mittens ! * ejaculated the Fairy Rubinetta 
in horrified amazement, 'what's this you say, friend 
Katchookatchkan ? ' 

'Because/ continued the Wizard, 'the Queen is 
sending some fairy gifts to human beings, and wants 
you to take them/ 

' Then she may want,' said the Fairy firmly. 

' So, so,' said the Wizard, leaning back in his chair. 

But knowing that silence is the best way of managing 
a refractory woman, he said no more. As he expected, 
the Fairy Rubinetta soon came down off her high horse 
and began to reason .with him. 

' Why,' she said, stretching out her hand and speaking 
with great pathos, ' does the Queen take me away from 
my peaceful and happy home, and from the loved 
companions of my solitude, and bid me go amongst 
human beings, racked as they are with storms, and 
devoured with carking cares ? Why — I say — ' 

' Is it of me you are asking all those questions ? ' 
interrupted the Wizard. ' How should I know the Queen's 
reasons for doing things ; isn't she a woman ? ' 
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'And let me tell you, Sir Katchookatchkan/ said 
the Fairy with great sharpness, and with such a sudden 
change from her former tone that the Wizard was quite 
startled, 'that you have a very disrespectful way of 
speaking of her Majesty, to say nothing of the manner 
in which you speak to myself/ 

'Whew!' said the Wizard, *I wonder which is the 
most respectful, to speak the truth about the Queen, 
or to disobey her ? ' 

' I disobey her ! ' exclaimed the Fairy. 

' Well, you said she might want, or want must be her 
master, or something of the sort.' 

The Fairy Rubinetta immediately burst into tears, 
and requested the Wizard to trample upon her without 
loss of time. He had already trampled on the tenderest 
portion of her feelings, and might as well do the same 
good office for the tenderest part of her body. The 
Wizard, however, did nothing of the sort, but strolled 
about the room, peeping into all the Fairy's pet 
corners, and exhorting her to cry as much as she 
liked, tears did nobody any harm. 

'What's in here.^' exclaimed the Fairy savagely, 
making up for her wrongs by turning the whole contents 
of the Wizard's wallet out on the table. They were a 
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very odd collection, but as we shall hear plenty about 
them hereafter, I will not describe them more particu- 
larly now. The Wizard, however, came back to the 
table, and proceeded to describe their various uses and 
properties, and to tell little anecdotes about them with 
so much affability, that the Fairy was quite melted, and 
tearfully professed herself willing to sacrifice anything 
in the cause of the dear Queen, provided her friend the 
Wizard would retract what he had said about her being 
tired of her solitude, which the Wizard very politely 
did, and peace was restored. 

'And now,* said the Wizard when this matter was 
settled, * I have so much to do, that I must not stay one 
moment longer. Good day to you, Mistress Rubinetta ; 
it is to be hoped your cat has not been breakfasting on 
my bird all this time.' 

'And If said the Fairy Rubinetta, looking very 
radiant considering her recent sacrifice, 'have all my 
housekeeping to see to, and no end of preparations to 
make, so farewell my dear friend Katchookatchkan.' 

And the Wizard, shouldering his wallet and taking a 
long staff in his hand, on the top of which perched the 
jet black bird (which had not been eaten, though the 
blue cat looked as if she had been making up her mind 
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about it, but had not come to a decision in time), 
trudged off into the middle of the copper beeches. 

After that, the Fairy Rubinetta set about her prepara- 
tions, which lasted till sunset was dyeing the Red Forest 
with the deepest of crimson. Then she came out of her 
cottage with her red mittens on, looked all round her 
muttering the words of a charm, which was to keep the 
Red Forest invisible till she came back to it, kissed the 
blue cat and the yellow dog with great fervour, and 
exhorting them to take care of themselves and the 
house, mounted her golden broomstick and rode off at 
full speed. 

Now, my young friends, all this is only the introduc- 
tion to my real story, which is the history of the Fairy 
Gifts which Mistress Rubinetta brought to certain little 
maidens of the Fairy Queen's acquaintance. It was 
told me — this introduction, I mean — by a certain little 
Fairy who comes to see me every 29th of February, 
and that's how I came to know so much about it. 

We have not, however, seen the last of the Fairy 
Rubinetta yet, though for the present we will leave 
her to ride through the air as fast as she can on her 
broomstick. 



II. 

THE GOLD-EYED NEEDLE. 
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see at once, for fairies ; and, in fact, to the outside world, 
Cornertown, which was the name of our little village, 
had quite an uncanny reputation, which would have 
greatly shocked the inhabitants had they known it ; but 
not having anything to do with the outside world, they 
did not know that fairies had gone out of fashion, and 
took them quite as a matter of course, while in all 
other matters they were extremely well-behaved, went 
out to tea with the utmost gentility, and were devoted 
to all the proprieties of life. 

Cornertown was not a particularly pretty place, at 
least it was only surrounded by the * meadows, groves, 
and streams ' which are but the ' common sights ' of 
this work- a -day world of ours. The sunshine and 
the spring flowers were no brighter here than else-, 
where, the birds nested and sang, and the children 
grew and laughed, and sent their shrill voices through 
the summer evening air to the listening mothers at 
home, in just the same manner that is common to 
every Cornertown in the world. There were nothing 
but common little cottages, too, with quite common 
sort of folks in them, who were devoted to keeping 
house (ay, and husband and children too, in very good 
order !), and suchlike common occupations. There had 
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once been a poet in Comertown, who had written a 
poem about one of the cottages, and called the curl 
of blue smoke from its chimney * the incense from the 
household altar of the hearth/ which sentiment had 
been immensely admired by the Cornertonians, though 
not very clearly understood. In fact, the people of 
Cornertown were a simple-minded and simple-hearted 
race of beings, which was the reason the Queen of the 
Fairies had always loved them, — fairies being an essen- 
tially old-fashioned set of people. 

It was 'at this place that the Fairy Rubinetta arrived 
one night on her broomstick. She had made herself 
invisible, and was determined to remain so till she 
could find out about all the inhabitants, and determine 
who was to become the fortunate possessor of the first 
of her fairy gifts. Accordingly, when all the village 
was asleep, she took a ride through the town on her 
broomstick, and came down every chimney in order to 
find out what was going on in the houses. Every one 
was in bed, but that did not hinder her purpose ; quite 
the contrary, indeed, for when one is asleep one is 
always truthful, and the Fairy Rubinetta wanted to 
find out people's thoughts. So in every bedchamber 
where any one lay dreaming, she placed herself close 
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to their ears and listened, in order to find out their 
dreams. In some cases she whispered to them herself, 
and according as the sleepers took the dreams thus 
imparted to them, she was able to judge of the state 
of their thoughts and feelings. Now, I am sorry to 
say, the Fairy Rubinetta did not look quite amiable 
while this was going forward. In fact, the more she 
found out, the crosser slie became; and when all the 
houses but one had been entered, she looked, to use 
the expressive words of tlie Wizard Katchookatchkan, 
* fit to snap the head off any one who came near her.' 

* Now,' she exclaimed, stamping her foot on the floor, 
' I call this simply atrocious ! What can the Queen 
have been thinking of, to let her dominions go to rack 
and ruin in this way ? But it's all that old Katchoo- 
katchkan's doing. I'll burn my red mittens if it isn't ! 
Well, at all events, I'm the right woman in the right 
place here, and no mistake.' And she rode on her golden 
steed down the chimney of the last cottage in the row, 
and alighted on the floor with a plump, enough to 
awaken any one who was not sleeping with a clear 
conscience and an innocent heart. But this was Susie's 
bedroom, and she possessed both, bless her ! 

The Fairy Rubinetta was half mollified as she looked 
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round the room, and before even glancing at the sleeper, 
proceeded to examine every article of furniture. This 
did not take her long, for there were but few things 
to examine. There was a little chest of drawers, on 
which stood a tiny mirror, a still tinier pin-cushion, 
with * Susie ' arranged in pins, and a hymn-book. In- 
side the drawers, which the Fairy had the curiosity 
to open, lay a few (very few) neatly folded articles 
of clothing, very clean, but, alas ! sadly darned and 
patched, at which, however, the Fairy nodded and 
smiled approvingly. There was a white dimity curtain 
to the bed too, which had also its share of patches, 
at which the Fairy *s face became positively radiant. 
Lastly, she looked at the sleeper. As we have said, 
Susie had a clear conscience and an innocent heart ; 
but though she slept soundly she did not look happy. 
There were traces of tears on her cheeks, and two 
large crystal drops were just forcing their way from 
under the closed lids. The Fairy Rubinetta seated 
herself close to Susie's left ear, and listened for a 
long time. Sometimes she smiled and sometimes 
she frowned, but evidently not at the dreamer, for 
her hand lay tenderly on her forehead, and sometimes 

smoothed it, as if to smooth out one or two lines 

B 
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which had come across it in the night. At last she 
bent down and whispered something into Susie's ear. 
Then the tears vanished^ dried up in the light of a 
sunny smile which had come on the fair round face, 
evidently more accustomed to smiles than tears. Susie 
stirred and murmured in her sleep, and the Fairy 
Rubinetta got up looking much more amiable than 
she had done before, and mounting her broomstick, 
disappeared up the chimney. 

By this time it was niorning ; and an early sunbeam 
coming in through Susie's blind, was so taken with 
the sight of her closed eyes^ that it shone on them with 
all its might and main, in order to coax them open. 
And sunbeams being bold little fellows, and not to be 
daunted, it succeeded, and Susie sprang out of bed with 
a joyous bound, and ran to open the window. 

' Oh, what a lovely morning ! ' she exclaimed ; * how 
glad mother will be to see it! I wonder what made 
me so unhappy last night, I feel quite different this 
morning ; and I had such a happy dream, only I 
quite forget it now — I am so sorry.* 

And Susie proceeded to dress herself as quickly as 
she could, thinking of her dream all the time. After 
she was dressed, she had to go and make the fire in the 
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kitchen, and set on the kettle to boil. Then she had to 
set her room in order, and to dress her mother, who was 
ailing. When this was done, it was time to get the 
breakfast ready ; and very daintily did Susie make it for 
her mother, and great pride did she take in her house- 
wifery. After the breakfast things were washed up and 
cleared away, Susie and her mother sat down to their 
day's work, which was the making of coarse garments 
for the field-labourers. All this time Susie chattered 
away merrily, about the fine morning, the bird on the 
window sill, the cows going to pasture, and all sorts of 
simple talk of this description, which sounded in the 
mother's ears every day like the songs of angels. 

'And oh, mother,' said Susie, *I had such a funny 
dream last night. I only remember a little bit of it, but 
I dreamt that I got the prize after all, and it was given 
me by a funny little old woman in a red cloak, and 
what do you think it was ? A long darning needle ! ' 
and Susie laughed merrily. But a cloud came over the 
mother's face, 
' Why aren't you going to school this morning, Susie ? * 
' Why, mother,' said Susie gently, * do you think I'd 
leave you to do all this work by yourself .^-^ and you 
with such a headache too ? What are you thinking of. 
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mother ? It*s not pretty of you to say that, and me 
so useful/ 

The mother sighed and said half to herself: 

' It breaks my heart — and you so fond of your book 
too/ 

' Now, mother,' said Susie, ' what are you thinking 
of? Don't you know that I can read and write, and 
say the multiplication table, and heaps of towns and 
rivers and verses of poetry off by heart, and make a 
shirt, and cook the dinner, and sweep a room, and 
how much more ought I to know?' 

'But the prize, Susie, the prize!* 

Susie looked sober, and stitched away vigorously. 

'Well, mother, I suppose my dream was right, and 
my prize is to be a needle and thread ; * and she held 
up her needle with a merry laugh, which brought a smile 
to the sick woman's face. 

' There, that's right I ' exclaimed Susie energetically. 
* And now, mother, we'll get on with our work, and leave 
schools and prizes to take care of themselves.' 

The mother was cheered and comforted, but she 
little guessed of the tears which Susie had shed in 
secret about this same prize. And it was all the fault 

L of that wicked Wizard Katchookatchkan. Some time 

I 
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before, he had made a descent on innocent old-fashioned 
little Comertown, and set all the mothers and school 
teachers by the ears. It was on this wise. Cornertown 
had a school which taught all the young ideas how 
to shoot, till they were fourteen, at which age it con- 
sidered their education complete, and shot them out 
again, to make room for a new supply. And not a 
moment too soon, for there was plenty of work at home 
for the girls to do, — no end of making and mending, 
washing, sweeping, cleaning, and cooking, all which oc- 
cupations the simple-minded mothers of Cornertown 
considered the sole duty of woman. But, alas ! in an 
evil day, a dapper little man dressed in black, who 
delivered lectures so eloquent that nobody could make 
out what he meant, had appeared in Cornertown and 
taught them their duty after a different fashion. And 
this was Katchookatchkan in disguise ; and from the day 
he made his appearance with a bundle of lectures under 
his arm, to the day he carried them and himself away 
again, all peace had been at an end for the unlucky 
inhabitants of Cornertown. For he had told them that 
their female education was shamefully neglected ; that 
their daughters* minds had to be educated into harmony 
with all things ; that they were some day to be mothers 
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of great men, and therefore they were at once to stop 
cooking dinners and making baby-clothes, and learn 
the first principles of geometry: at which unknown 
word a dreadful sensation had run through the ranks 
of Cornertown housewives, who sat listening to him, and 
one sensitive little mother had burst into tears, and 
declared to her next-door neighbour, that she had 
always thought she was not fit for the sphere she moved 
in, and that she would at once take her baby (aged four 
months) away from Cornertown into a mountainous 
country, in order to educate its mind into harmony 
with all things by showing it the beautiful scenery. 
Fortunately for Cornertown, however, the Wizard, grow- 
ing tired of this piece of mischief as he had done of a 
great many others, soon took himself off, and had such 
a fit of laughing at the effects he left behind him, that 
he made himself ill for a week. And now you see what 
a state of things the Fairy Rubinetta found in Corner- 

m 

town ; no wonder for her to look cross. Everybody's 
head was full of female education and geometry, com- 
bined with rights, the latter being of a somewhat un- 
certain and vague description. The school teachers 
having been left to blunder on by themselves, had set 
on foot a most alarming scheme of education, and had 
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announced that a prize of five pounds was to be 
awarded to whatever 'young maid' (Cornertown was 
primitive still, you see) should write the best essay on 
Female Education and the First Principles of Geometry. 
Of course there were a good many candidates, and 
amongst them Susie, who, though she knew nothing of 
the principles of geometry, first or last, knew very well 
that five pounds added to the sum her mother had 
already laid by, would be enough to buy a cow — the 
grand object of Susie's ambition. This was the light 
in which the matter presented itself to Susie's practical 
little mind. But, alas ! what time had Susie for study- 
ing geometry, when her mother's daily bread depended 
on her own ten fingers? There was Barbara (the 
younger sister of the mother who was going to take 
her baby into a mountainous country), she might do 
very well, for nobody had ever yet been able to make 
her do anything useful, so perhaps that was good train- 
ing for female education; but as for Susie, who was 
wanted every minute of the day, it never occurred to 
her to think that it might be too difficult for her. Not 
a bit of it Female education and the first principles 
of geometry had need to be tougher things than Susie 
took them to be, if the high ambition of buying a cow, 
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and the strong motive of a child's love, were not able 
to overcome them. And yet — and yet — the time was 
slipping on, there was more work to do than ever, and 
the night on which the Fairy Rubinetta had paid her 
a visit, Susie had cried herself to sleep. 

In the meantime, that much-aggrieved dame went to 
the middle of a thick wood outside Cornertown, and, 
stamping her foot three times on the ground, muttered 
a charm so powerful that a shiver ran through every 
tree in the wood, though there was not a breath of 
wipd. Immediately there came a whirr of wings, 
and the jet black bird with the snowy crest perched 
on the Fairy's shoulder. At the same time the 
Wizard Katchookatchkan emerged from behind a 
tree. 

*Well, Mistress Rubinetta,' cried he, 'what's the 
matter now ? Couldn't you leave me a minute's peace ? 
I thought you had your work cut out for you here.' 

* You may well say that,' answered the Fairy grimly ; 
* are you not ashamed of yourself, poisoning the minds 
of the Fairy Queen's favourite people in this atrocious 
manner } ' 

'Poisoning, Mistress Rubinetta I Now, I call that 
a good joke I Why, woman, you've been shut up so 
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long that you don't know what's going on in the world. 
It's prejudice, rank prejudice, I tell you. Why, the 
march of intellect ' — 

*The march of intellect won't cook the dinner,' 
observed the Fairy scornfully. 

'Well, no,' said the Wizard, 'not perhaps directly, 
but indirectly it will, for my system teaches you the 
first principles of — 

' Rubbish ! ' shouted the Fairy Rubinetta in a tower- 
ing rage. Tve a very good mind to teach you the first 
principles of a good kicking. Sir Katchookatchkan.' 

* Well, well,' said the Wizard, * don't excite yourself. 
Mistress Rubinetta. If I have taught the people wrong, 
it's your business to teach them right again ; no one 
can say that thafs not a fair division of labour. And 
now, if that's all you've got to say to me, I may as 
well be off; ' and the Wizard and his jet black bird 
promptly disappeared. 

That evening, when Susie came back from driving 
some of the neighbours' cows home from pasture, she 
found a very funny little old woman, a stranger in 
Cornertown, sitting in the chimney-corner with her 
mother. She was dressed entirely in red, with long 
red mittens on her arms, and such an odd way of 
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nodding her head and mincing with her feet/ that 
Susie found it hard not to laugh. 

' And so, my young maid/ said the visitor, in a very 
shrill voice, 'I hear you can do fine sewing. A very 
useful accomplishment for a young maid, very useful 
indeed;' and the little old woman nodded at least 
nine times. 

*Now, my young maid,* she continued, 'what do 
you say to this?' and she unfolded a beautifully fine 
garment, which looked as if it had been sewn with 
gold, and was so ethereal in its texture that Susie 
and her mother were quite dazzled. 

*Now, my young maid,' said the little old woman, 
'I want nine more garments worked exactly like this, 
as soon as ever you can, and I will pay you well for 
them.' 

'But I could not do anything half so beautiful as 
this,' said Susie. 

The little old woman smiled, nodded, minced, and 
bridled in a highly significant manner. 

'Never you mind, my young maid. I never give 
people work that they can't do ; but you must promise 
me one thing, not to work with any but this needle ; ' 
and she held out a long needle with a gold eye. 



THE GOLD-EYED NEEDLE. 2/ 

• And now, my young maid/ said the little old woman, 
sidling towards the door, * I will leave you to do your 
work, but don't forget that you have a powerful friend 
in red mittens/ With which parting sentiment the 
powerful friend in red mittens suddenly vanished, but 
whether through the door or the keyhole, Susie and 
her mother were too much bewildered to be able to 
determine. Susie was the first to recover herself. 

' See, mother/ she cried, with a merry laugh, ' here's 
my prize — a long needle after all ! * 

' Who can she be, Susie } \ said the mother. 

'A very old-fashioned dame, who thinks a great deal 
more of her own needles than of any one else's/ said 
Susie gaily. 'Never mind, mother, if she pays us 
well, I'm sure I'm very willing to use the old body's 
needles.' 

And Susie proceeded to make her mother's tea. But 
after tea Susie and her mother were more amazed than 
ever. No sooner did the gold-eyed needle begin to 
work, than the seams flew with the rapidity of lightning, 
and every stitch shone like burnished gold. No matter 
what coarse common stuff or thread might be used, the 
result was the same. Susie and her mother knew not 
what to think, but they were too innocent to be alarmed. 
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struck, and the first candidate 
roceeded to read her essay aloud. 
)ara, and as she had three essays, 

and each more amazingly intel- 
the operation promised to be a 
lie of the most eloquent passage 
owever, fell fast asleep, and only 
d her meed of applause to the 
rtieth and last essay, which the 
;r declared, wiping her eyes, to 
ing. 

mportant business of deciding to 
to be awarded. After about an 
ird talking, five of the judges re- 

(one in tears), and left the sixth 
alone. There is no saying how 
aken — indeed, I doubt whether it 
d to this day — had not a little old 
ik and long red mittens quietly 

and announced herself as perfect 
lucatton in all its branches, and 
rtent to judge of the intellectual 
Comertown maidens. Every one 

and secretly too much relieved to 
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dispute the matter, and the little old woman proceeded 
to business. 

The first thing she did was to take up the bundle of 
essays, turn them rapidly round in her fingers, blow 
upon them, and lo and behold ! — they all flew out of the 
window in the shape of a bundle of feathers ; nay, I am 
not sure that a further transformation did not take 
place, for after they had flown a little way, a mysterious 
sound was heard, so much like the *ga, ga, ga' of a 
gander, that I prefer not to dwell upon such a degrad- 
ing circumstance. 

The second thing this dreadful old woman did, was 
to tap three times upon the table, and — heigh, presto ! 
— a pile of gossamer garments sewn with gold, and of 
such ethereal texture that every one was quite dazzled, 
appeared in their place. 

The third thing she did was still more awful. She 
stamped three times on the ground, and muttered the 
words of a charm so powerful that it nearly blew the 
roof off" the house. Immediately there came a whirr of 
wings, and the jet black bird with the snowy crest lit on 
her shoulder. At the same time his master walked 
coolly down the chimney. 

But before any of the horrified Cornertonians had 
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time even to draw breath, the room was suddenly filled 
with a rosy vapour, which gradually condensed into a 
floating cloud, and on it appeared, fair and fragile, 
graceful and lovely, beaming and brilliant, the illustrious 
patroness of Cornertown, the Fairy Queen herself. 

With a gracious smile her Majesty sprang off her 
cloud and alighted gracefully on the table. Then turn- 
ing to the Fairy Rubinetta, she thus addressed her : 

*I am glad to see, most illustrious Fairy, that you 
have done your duty, and fought bravely on our behalf, 
I am glad to find that you have found some one worthy 
of the first of our Fairy gifts ; and I am very glad, most 
illustrious Fairy, and you people of Cornertown, to know 
that the forty essays on Female Education and the 
First Principles of Geometry have been resolved (since 
you like philosophy) into their component parts — namely^ 
trifles light as air ! ' 

Here the Queen paused as if for applause, which the 
people of Cornertown were too much discomfited to 
give. Then, assuming a severe aspect, she thus con- 
tinued : 

' People of Cornertown, I am grieved to find that you 
are no longer the simple-minded, simple-hearted race 
which was once so dear to my heart. Where are the 
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household virtues — the thrift, the deftness, the neatness, 
the industry, which were once the ornaments of your 
young maidens ? Where is the love of home — the care 
for home which was once the dower of your young 
wives? Where is the faith in a housewife's sphere — 
lowly and lofty — which was once the sole science of 
your mothers? Gone — swallowed up in the first 
principles of — Here the Queen's eloquence was itself 
swallowed up in an emphatic and sympathetic 'pah!' 
from the Fairy Rubinetta. 

'Oh, my dear people of Comertown,* resumed the 
Queen, * come back to your first faith. Leave all these 
matters to the outside world, where possibly they may 
have some business ; and do you bring all your virtues, 
all your powers, all your intellects, and offer them up on 
the household altar of the hearth/ 

With which unparalleled burst of eloquence the 
Queen concluded her speech, and the Cornertown public 
(including the Wizard Katchookatchkan) immediately 
went temporarily mad, threw up its cap, and declared 
that it had always thought so, it had always said so, and, 
what's more, had always done so. 

In the meantime the Fairy Queen bestowed the prize 
on Susie in consideration of her proficiency in fine 
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sewing, and the Fairy Rubinetta presented her with the 
gold-eyed needle, to keep for ever and aye. 

And the needle was named by Susie, Industria, and 
was the means of procuring untold riches to herself and 
her mother, and to her children and grandchildren after 
her. 

And, wonderful to relate, the gold-eyed needle some- 
times (not often) makes its appearance among the 
maidens of the present day ; and whenever it does, it 
is a sure and certain guarantee of honour, riches, and 
prosperity to its owner. 




III. 

THE CHARMED RUBY. 



V MoUy had never 
been seen to cry since 
she was a baby in 
arms, and not then, it 
is confidently asserted 
by those who know 
her. I think Corner- 
town would have con- 
sidered itself in a bad way if Molly had ever done 
anything else than go singing down the street with 
a voice like a skylark, or else laughing at every- 
thing that most people grumble about ; and Molly's 
laugh was really like a burst of music, so no wonder 
she was the idol of Cornertown, But everything goes 
by contraries in this world, especially in places patron- 
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ized by the Fairies ; and Molly's mother not only cried 
a good deal, but scolded a good deal too, at all times 
and seasons, except when Molly's father was at home, 
who scolded a good deal more. But, bless you ! — Molly 
never cared for that, but went on skipping about and 
singing just as merrily as ever, quite a treasure in the 
house, as you, in common with every other sensible 
person, will observe ; but no — people never know when 
they are well off, and Molly's mother not only failed 
to appreciate her daughter's cheerfulness, but took it as 
a personal insult directed against herself. 

' All very well for a heartless creature like you, Molly, 
with no sense of all I have gone through and given up 
for your sake, when I might have been rich and happy 
for life.* 

Molly knew very well what her mother had given up, 
or rather what had given up her mother ; she had heard 
it often enough, and had formed her own opinion on the 
matter long ago. This was how it was : Molly's mother 
had had two great misfortunes in her life. One was, 
that she had been very beautiful, and the other that she 
had been, in consequence, adopted by her Fairy God- 
mother, who had given up Fairydom and settled down 
as an old woman with a long nose. Now, Molly was 



THE CHARMED RUBY. 3 ^ 

not in the least like her mother, being not at all 
beautiful, in fact rather plain, as I have noticed cheerful 
people often are. Neither had she ever seen a Fairy, 
nor did she want to see one, nor, as her mother took 
pains to impress upon her, was she at all likely to see 
one, not being beautiful. But she had heard a good 
deal about one, which made up for it. 

The Fairy Godmother had evidently been of a very 
discontented turn of mind, Molly thought, for the whole 
substance of her discourse with her godchild seemed 
to have been endless lamentations for the beauties and 
glories of Fairyland, which she had left behind her for 
ever. Molly had a shrewd suspicion that she had not 
left Fairyland of her own accord, else why should she 
not have gone back there } So her beautiful godchild 
had grown up with a great contempt for everything 
human, and a great veneration for everything super- 
human, in which catalogue she counted herself and her 
charms. 

When the Fairy Godmother's time came to die, — or 
rather to dissolve into vapour and disappear, which 
is the Fairies* mode of dying, — she called her godchild 
to her side and proceeded to impart to her a very 
solemn secret. 
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' My dearest godchild/ she said, ' if you wish to be 
always rich, beautiful, fortunate, and happy, you must 
without fail become possessor of the Charmed Ruby/ 

'Oh,' cried Molly's mother, clapping her hands, 'do 
give it me, dear Godmother ! ' 

' Godchild,' answered the Fairy more solemnly than 
ever, 'it is not mine to give, I wish it were ; you must 
get it for yourself.' 

'And where, dear pretty Godmother, is it to be 
found ? ' asked Molly's mother, who, in common with 
most other ladies, was extremely desirous of being 
made beautiful for ever. 

'I am not pretty,' said the Fairy with some sharp- 
ness, ' I am old and ugly ; nor do I think you have 
the slightest chance of getting the Ruby, if you do 
not accustom yourself to speak the truth.' 

Molly's mother pouted, but she was rather afraid of 
the old Fairy, so that was all she dared do. 

'The Charmed Ruby,' said the Fairy, 'is, where 
everything else is that is worth having, in Fairyland. 
It is guarded by two Clocks.' 

' Clocks I ' echoed Molly's mother, much amazed. 

' Yes,' answered the Fairy, ' Clocks — they were once 
Watches, but it is so many hundred years since any one 
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has got the Ruby, that they have grown into Clocks. 
They tick without ceasing, but they don't show the time 
of day ; they show some other curious things which I 
am not at liberty to mention. They are perpetually 
walking round and round the Fairy Queen's crystal foot^ 
stool, under which the Charmed Ruby lies in a hen's 
eggr Now, my dear godchild, your only chance of 
happiness and good fortune is by getting this Ruby ; 
but to do this you will have to go through a good 
deal.' 

Molly's mother declared there was nothing she was 
not able to go through, should it even be a stone wall ; 
at which the Fairy Godmother smiled grimly, and 
proceeded : 

' You will have to travel in a perfectly straight line 
from this towards the setting sun. By turning neither 
to the right hand nor the left, you come to it at last- 
When you are pretty near, you must wait till the 
moment when you can look at it without winking, and 
when it presents itself to you in the shape of a large 
round mirror. You must then go up and touch it 
with whatever weapon you have in your hand at the 
time. It will immediately shiver into a thousand 
pieces.' 
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'Oh! oh!' exclaimed Molly's mother, 'won't it kill 
me?' 

'And you will find yourself,' resumed the Fairy 
majestically, 'in Fairyland, and will obtain the Ruby 
or not, according as the Clocks approve or disapprove 
of you.' 

'Then I may not get it, after all,' said Molly's 
mother sulkily. 

* That,' said the Fairy, * is according as you conduct 
yourself. You may stop as long and as often as you 
like on your way, provided you keep a straight line, 
and never swerve either to the right hand or the left. 
You will meet with a good many adventures and mis- 
adventures on your way, no doubt ; but if you keep a 
true brave heart to the last, all will be well. And now, 
my dear godchild, I feel I am getting very thin — and 
I must say farewell' 

The Fairy Godmother was indeed getting very thin, 
so thin that her godchild could scarcely see her, so 
thin that in five minutes she had dissolved into a vapour 
and disappeared. 

Molly was somewhat at fault as to the remainder of 
her mother's narrative. She had certainly set out in 
order to procure the Ruby ; but, according to her own 
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account, she had met with so many malicious persons 
on the way, one and all bent on frustrating her inten- 
tion, that she had never succeeded in getting it. Molly 
knew that to her cost. For her mother being neither 
fortunate, happy, nor rich, had fretted all her beauty 
away, and spent her time bewailing her sad fate, and 
attributing it entirely to the deliberate malice of her 
Fairy Godmother. In the mieantime, merry Molly 
went on her way rejoicing, and cast Fairies and Rubies 
to the winds. 

But, you see, things always happen to people who 
don't want them ; and though Molly would never have 
dreamt of getting the Charmed Ruby for herself, it so 
turned out that she had to go and hunt for it after all. 
For Molly's mother came to such a climax of fretting 
and wounded feelings, that she took to her bed and 
declared that she would certainly die unless she could 
get the Ruby. Now Molly was very fond of her 
mother, and very unwilling to let her die for want of a 
bit of red stone, which was Molly's irreverent way of 
looking at it ; so, after thinking over the matter for a 
little while, she came to the conclusion that she herself 
was the proper person to go. Molly was very prompt 
in all her proceedings ; so one evening, after driving 
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in her cow from pasture, she got a large piece of 
brown bread, kissed her mother, telling her not to 
expect her till she saw her, and went singing down 
the street with her face towards the dying glory in 
the west. 

The first person she met was a crying child, to 
whom she gave her piece of brown bread. 

'There now,' said Molly cheerfully, *I have nothing 
at all ; well, so much the better, I can walk all the 
faster,' — and she trudged on till she left the town far 
behind her, and came to a dark forest, where she lay 
down under a tree and fell fast asleep. 

She was awoke by a touch on her shoulder, but on 
opening her eyes could not at first see anything. At 
last she became aware (for seeing is hardly the word) 
of a little man standing in the middle of a moonbeam, 
which lay on the path before her. It was only by 
holding her head in a particular position that she could 
see him at all, for he was not only very attenuated, but 
was perfectly transparent, and looked, so Molly thought, 
as if he were made of skim milk. 

'Well? 'said Molly. 

' Well ? ' said the little man made of skim milk. 

' I beg your pardon,' said Molly, ' but it's rather hard 
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at first to speak to a person one doesn't quite see. I 
hope you won't be offended if I ask who you are } * 

* Not at all,' said the little man politely ; ' perhaps 
you may have heard of the great Wizard Katchoo- 
katchkan ? ' 

' No; said Molly. 

* It doesn't matter at all,' said the little man, ' I am 
his son Fantantariboo, of Moonystruck Hall, hard by. 
It was told me by my daughter Vagariana, who is a 
prophetess in these parts, that if I went into the Forest 
to-night at midnight, and stood in the middle of a moon- 
beam, I should find a guest, whom I was to invite to 
Moonystruck Hall, which I accordingly do, and very 
cordially I am sure ; ' and the little man waved his 
hand in the most engaging manner possible* Molly 
looked up, and certainly did see a magnificent castle 
right in the path before her. It seemed to partake 
somewhat of the character of its master, for it was per- 
perfectly transparent, and Molly could see long vistas 
of parks and gardens at its other side. Its walls were 
built of some bluish -white material, which shone at 
times with great brilliancy, and at other times seemed 
to melt away and almost entirely disappear. Altogether 
its appearance was bewildering in the extreme. Molly 
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thought a minute, it was in a straight line on her way, 
at least it was but a few feet on one side, and that would 
not matter. So Molly got up and graciously accepted 
the invitation to penetrate the mysteries of Moonystruck 
Hall. 

' Pray, allow me,' said the little man, beckoning to 
her to stand beside him. Molly did so, and the moon- 
beam immediately flickered up from the ground and 
bore them straight through one of the windows in 
Moonystruck Hall. The contrast between the interior 
of the castle and the outside world almost took away 
Molly's breath. She had left a dark wood, whose 
masses of foliage were but dimly lit up by a stray 
moonbeam, and she found a burst of sunshine, a per- 
fume of flowers, songs of birds, and the most ravishing 
scenery that the world has ever beheld. The whole 
castle consisted of one vast hall, with numberless win- 
dows on each side. Through one, you looked upon 
lordly parks and pleasure-grounds all a-blaze with 
blossoms ; through another, on grim craggy mountains 
crowned with snow and begirt with purple heather; 
through another, an exquisite rural scenery, deep, quiet 
valleys and country lanes ; through another, on grand 
tropical forests, with its chatter of monkeys and strange 
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bright-coloured birds. Through another might be seen 
groups of lovely children at play ; through another, 
marble statuary and all the wonders of art. In fact, 
there was no end to these wonderful windows ; you 
might walk for miles and miles along this vast hall, 
and never come to the end. There was nothing ex- 
traordinary in the hall itself, it looked bare and com- 
fortless enouglj, if you turned your gaze inward, — all its 
glory and brightness lay outside the windows. What 
struck Molly particularly, was that it no longer looked 
transparent and unsubstantial ; it appeared to be built 
of blocks of solid marble, and Fantantariboo had com- 
pletely lost his ' skim-milky * appearance. It was only 
in the murky atmosphere of the outside world that he 
and his mansion took such a shadowy appearance. 
There were vast numbers of persons in Moonystruck 
Hall, but Molly never saw them either speak to or look 
at each other. Each haunted his favourite window, and 
took no more notice of the rest than if they had been 
so many phantoms. 

Fantantariboo had two daughters, whom he hastened 
to introduce to Molly. Vagariana, the prophetess, was, 
as Molly thought, very pretty but extremely flighty, 
and was dressed in a robe, every inch of which was 
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of a different colour. She was very attenuated, like 
her father, and looked not unlike a walking rainbow. 
Reverina, the second daughter, was dressed entirely 
in soft grey, and was very fair and gentle-looking, but 
though she had very pretty blue eyes, Molly soon 
discovered that she was quite blind. A magnificent 
banquet was spread in honour of the new arrival, to 
which Molly did ample justice, curious and unsub* 
stantial as were the viands. She was then conducted 
by Vagariana to the Chamber of Dreams, a recess 
under one of the windows. 

'I have a number of little attendant sprites,' said 
Vagariana, *who shall visit you to-night They will 
keep flapping their rainbow-coloured wings over your 
head, and you shall see how light and refreshing your 
slumbers will be.' 

So Molly went to sleep, and the nature of her visions 
may be inferred from the nature of the spot in which 
they came to her. 

The next day Molly spent in wandering from one 
window to another in a perfect ecstasy of wonder and 
admiration. There were no clocks, indeed there was 
no time at all in Moonystruck Hall, so it might have 
been one day or it might have been a hundred, before 
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Molly finally settled on one window. It represented 
a quiet, lonely valley spangled with daisies and per- 
fumed with hawthorn bushes. The songs of birds filled 
the air all day long, and a deep peace and tranquillity 
brooded over the scene. A little cottage nestled 
among the trees, and it was on this little solitary house 
that all Molly's interest was centred. She watched 
the children playing round the door, growing up, 
marrying (there was no time, you know, in Moonystruck 
Hall), and still dwelling in this little ivied cottage where 
neither care nor discontent could ever come. It was 
always summer too, and round about, on placid lakes 
and in balmy woods, the sun never ceased to shine. It 
was a very homely scene, but, you see, Molly having 
been brought up in Cornertown, was but a homely 
maiden herself. Thus the hours in Moonystruck Hall 
flitted by, and the Charmed Ruby faded from Molly's 
mind. 

But one day Fantantariboo went on a journey, and 
according to the invariable custom of Bluebeards in 
all ages and generations, told Molly that she was free 
to roam over the Hall and look through any window 
she pleased, but that she was on no account to open a 
certain little wooden door beneath one of the windows. 
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So Molly immediately made up her mind to open that 
little wooden door without loss of time. It was very 
long before she could discover it at all, and still longer 
before she found out that her little finger would serve 
instead of a key. When opened, however, such a blaze 
of light struck on Molly's astonished eyes, that for 
some time she could not see a thing. When her eyes 
grew accustomed to the light, she found that the door 
opened into a small space which looked as if she could 
easily stretch her arm across it. At the farther end 
was a crystal canopy shaped like a footstool ; under 
it, on a crimson velvet cushion, lay a broken hen's egg, 
and inside it a magnificent Ruby, flaming with red light. 
Molly gave a loud cry, the memory of her expedition 
and of her mother rushed back to her mind, and she 
stretched out her hand to take the Ruby. But it was 
just a finger's-length out of her reach, and all her efforts 
were vain. Molly sat down on the floor and began 
to cry heartily, while the wooden door which she had 
let out of her hand shut to with such a bang that Molly 
could never afterwards find out where it opened. In 
the meantime, however, Vagariana came to her, and 
soon lured her back to her window. 
When Fantantariboo came back to Moonystruck 
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Hall, Molly very boldly asked for the Charmed Ruby. 
He was very angry to find that his injunction had been 
disobeyed, and declared that what she had seen had 
been but a phantom ; but seeing that Molly was firm, 
he promised that she should have it. In order to fulfil 
this promise, he led poor Molly a pretty dance through 
all the windows of the hall. There seemed no end 
to the vistas of woods, gardens, and valleys through 
which she found herself condemned to wander; while 
as for the Charmed Ruby, it was always just a stone's 
throw in front of her — now behind a tree, now in a 
valley, now on a hillside. Molly was thoroughly dis- 
gusted, and longed for nothing so much as to get out 
of Moonystruck Hall, but that was not so easily 
managed. There was one window in the hall which 
Molly noticed that the Enchanter Fantantariboo (for 
as such she considered him) never bade her look out 
of. It was only a skylight, he said, and there was 
nothing interesting to be seen from it. But one day 
Molly, in melancholy mood, chanced to wander in that 
direction, and seeing Reverina looking with her sightless 
eyes out of this window, Molly went up to her and 
looked out too. It was the only window out of which 

there was some chance of seeing what really lay outside. 

D 
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Instead of valleys or woods, she saw far away in the 
distance the setting sun sinking into the west, but so 
far away that it looked like a mere star, and Molly felt 
as if she were in another world. Between her and the 
road which led straight to the west, and which now lay 
steeped in its glorious rays, stretched a dark and thorny 
waste. Thus far had Molly's 'few feet' led her out 
of her way. Poor Molly was in despair; it was im- 
possible to get through the window, for the material 
of which it was composed, though perfectly clear and 
transparent, was quite impenetrable, and the Enchanter 
alone knew the secret of its opening. But after long 
and careful search, Molly discovered an old rotten hasp, 
and above it in tiny letters of tarnished gold, * The way 
out' She uttered a cry of joy, and was about to raise 
the hasp, when Reverina said very softly, * Not now — 
wait' Fantantariboo was close behind, so Molly retired 
to her own window, and soon fell fast asleep. 

As I have said, there was no time in Moonystruck 
Hall, but the people generally slept all at once, so when 
Molly awoke she was not surprised to find no one 
awake but herself and Reverina. The Enchanter's 
daughter seized Molly and led her swiftly towards the 
window, which was already open. 
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'Go, go/ she whispered, 'go quickly before I tempt 
you to delay, and the opportunity be lost. You are too 
young to waste your life in this dreadful place. You 
would speedily become as I am, blind, then deaf, then 
dumb, and finally you would be frozen to death or 
blasted by lightning, and so, miserably perish. This is 
the fate that sooner or later overtakes all who linger 
here too long. Take these spectacles with you ; they 
are of little use here, but will serve you well where you 
are going.' 

Molly took the spectacles which Reverina offered 
her, and sprang from the window. No sooner had she 
touched the ground than with a tremendous clap of 
thunder, and the sudden rush of a whirlwind, Moony- 
struck Hall and all it contained was whisked away 
to the other end of the world. Nothing remained 
but the cool morning breeze and the thorny waste 
through which Molly had to travel before she could 
reach the straight road which led towards the west. 

As we have seen, however, Molly was not one to 
make mountains out of molehills, so she set out with- 
out further ado, singing merrily all the time. It was 
hard work, for the thorns and thistles hurt her feet, and 
the place was full of serpents and noxious creatures 
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which kept her in terror of her life ; but Molly had an 
idea that she was under the protection of some power- 
ful Fairy, which kept her up wonderfully, for she 
would certainly have been starved to death if she had 
not found a large piece of brown bread beside her every 
morning. It looked exactly like the piece she had 
given to the crying child in Cornertown, and Molly 
naturally concluded that it was a Fairy gift, and re- 
joiced accordingly. She had now been travelling in 
the straight road for a good many days without any 
adventure, and began to conclude that she would reach 
the Setting Sun in safety, when one morning, on awak- 
ing from her night's sleep, she found an ugly old woman 
standing before her. She was dressed entirely in brown, 
and had a dull, peevish, discontented-looking face. 

'How did you come into my wood.^' said this 
amiable apparition in slow, measured accents, which 
produced an irresistible inclination in Molly to yawn. 

' I don't know, I am sure,' answered Molly ; ' I did 
not know it was yours, but I will leave it again if you 
wish.' 

' Not so fast,' said the old woman, with a grim smile. 
' People who come into my wood don't find it so easy 
to get out again. You must grind in my mill' 
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Molly began to shiver, for the old woman looked 
quite wicked. She got up and tried to run away, but 
her feet felt as if leaden weights were attached to them, 
and she could not stir a step. 

*Ha, ha!' said the old woman, in the same slow, 
heavy tones, ' it is no use, my pretty maid ; I have laid 
my spells, on you, and you must work my will, — follow 
me.' 

The way the old woman led her was straight towards 
the west, which comforted Molly not a little. They 
penetrated deep into the wood which Molly had entered 
unwittingly the night before. It grew darker and 
darker at every step, and more difficult to get through. 
Drops of moisture fell at regular intervals from the top- 
most boughs of the trees, and soaked into the ground, 
which felt like a quaking bog. The dripping sound 
they made was the only sound that could be heard as 
it seemed for miles round ; not a solitary bird twittered 
on a branch, not a solitary ray of sunlight glanced 
across the dense, dead brown foliage of the trees. 

At last the old woman stopped before a tumble-down 
hut, thatched with dead leaves, and standing, or rather 
tottering, on the edge of a stagnant pond. 

' This is my home,' said she ; * is it not a fair 
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abode? they call it Weariful Waste. I am the 
Fairy Morna, and men say that I am a witch, but 
that is not the case. I am a Fairy. Now, I am 
going in to get a sleep, and you must grind in my 
mill.' 

'But there is nothing to grind,' said Molly, looking 
into the mill, which was like a barrel organ, and had a 
handle which creaked something in the tone of the 
Fairy Moma's voice. 

* No matter,' said the old woman, ' you must grind it 
all the same ; and mind, I have laid my spells on you, 
and you will not be able to stop unless I give you 
leave.* 

And so Molly found it She remained the unwilling 
guest of the Fairy Morna for what seemed at least a 
year. As in Moonystruck Hall, there was no time in 
Weariful Waste, so Molly could not tell how long it 
was, more especially as she never once caught sight of 
the sun. 

Molly had several other duties to perform besides 
grinding; she had to cook the dinner, sweep the hut, 
and make the bed for the Fairy Morna ; to bring water 
from the stagnant pond ; to spin with a distaff and 
spindle, which apparently possessed the peculiar property 
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of never allowing the work to get done ; and to grind, 
grind, grind till she wondered the mill did not wear out, 
especially as there never was anything in it The air of 
the wood grew every day more leaden and oppressive to 
Molly's senses. There was not a sign of life in it, not so 
much as a fly or a dandelion leaf. Molly at last grew 
thin and pale, and a dimness came over her eyes, which 
made her fear that the same fate which overtook the 
inhabitants of Moonystruck Hall was also reserved for 
those of Weariful Waste, and that she would end in 
becoming blind, deaf, dumb, and crippled. 

In this dilemma she one day bethought her of the 
spectacles Reverina had given her, and which she had 
never looked at since. She put them on. What a 
change! The dead brown of the foliage changed to 
vivid rose colour as if bathed in light from the west ; 
the stagnant pond shone like liquid gems ; and a faint 
breeze rustled through the wood, and seemed to quicken 
everything into life. All was light and motion. When 
the Fairy Morna hobbled out of her hut, and Molly 
hastily took off the spectacles and everything was as 
before, it was quite clear that the rose-coloured spec- 
tacles were made of the same material as the win- 
dows of Moonystruck Hall, and Molly was very glad to 
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find it SO. She wore them now at every opportunity, 
and it is quite astonishing how many discoveries she 
made with them; First, it was a tiny rill which flowed 
down a rock into the stagnant pond ; quite a thread of 
water, but it was clear, and sweet, and sparkling, and 
gave a wonderful relish to Molly's daily meal of brown 
bread. Then it was thfe fact that the under side of all 
the brown leaves in the wood was gold colour. This 
Molly would never have found out by herself, but no 
sooner were the magic spectacles brought into play than 
a breeze came through the lifeless wood, and turning up 
the leaves irradiated their gold with its own rose-colour, 
and so made them appear as if bathed in perpetual 
sunlight. 

Delighted as Molly was with this discovery, the next 
was still more wonderful. She found out one day, 
whilst at her grihding, that there was actually a bird in 
the wood I Not that she ever could see it, even with the 
spectacles on, but she heard it, and that was enough. 
It made even the grinding pleasant, for that was the 
time it always chose to sing its sweetest song. It was 
only a common thrush after all ; but is not the ' mavis ' 
a fit bird for Fairyland.^ The lark, it is true, sings 
sweetly and soars high, but the mavis that sits on a 
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homely bush beside our cottage window, and sings in 
rainy weather and on dark days, that is the Fairy bird 
for me. And so Molly thought. In fact, she began to 
find Weariful Waste quite beautiful ; and one day when 
the bird had ceased, she took up the strain, and in the 
gladness of her heart b^an to sing so gaily and hope- 
fully that the leaves of the trees took to rustling im- 
mediately. 

Out came the Fairy Morna in dire wrath and dismay. 

' Who's making that noise in my wood ? ' croaked she ; 
and Molly stood confessed with her spectacles on. 

'Wretched child,* said the old Fairy, shaking her 
crutch at her, 'will nothing make you either blind, deaf, 
dumb, or crippled } * 

*No,' said Molly boldly, 'not while I have my 
spectacles.* 

' I knew it,' cried the Fairy ; * you have been in 
Moonystruck Hall, and have got out safe, so you are 
no fit guest for me. Here, take this and begone.* 

With these words she flung the distaff she held in her 
hand at Molly, and, hobbling in again, banged the 
door behind her. Molly stooped to pick up the distaff, 
but no sooner had she touched it than Weariful Waste 
Sisappeared in a twinkling, and she found herself lying 
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at the foot of a tree on the straight road to the west, 
with her piece of brown bread beside her. 

Molly had now got over the longest and most difficult 
part of her journey ; there remained but the Sunward 
Hills to climb, and those lay straight before her. It 
was behind these that the sun sank ; and so close were 
they, that the radiance never left them day or night, 
and Molly could see every foot of the way. So she 
set forward with renewed hope. 

Very few people seemed to live among the Sunward 
Hills, and those who did had bright, peaceful faces, 
which did Molly's heart good to look upon. And, 
indeed, it was no wonder, it must be a pleasant thing to 
live so close to the sun. Molly's invisible mavis accom- 
panied her on her way, and every evening sang on the 
bushes beside her; but she had no longer any use for 
her spectacles, for nothing could well make things look 
brighter than they did, to Molly's own unaided eyes. 

And now Molly had reached the very end of the 
world. She had climbed to the top of the highest 
mountain, where the atmosphere was as clear and pure 
as a diamond ; where everything was as still as if no 
footfall had ever broken its silence, and where a wide 
blue lake lay sleeping in the sunshine. She sat down 
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on the edge of the lake, to wait till the sun which was 
still high above her head should assume the appearance 
of a huge mirror ready to dip beneath the waves. Molly 
did not know with what weapon she would be able to 
open the qrystal gates, but determined to try the efficacy 
of both distaff and spectacles. The lake had been very 
still all day, but as the time drew near it began to ebb 
and flow, and rise into a thousand ripples, which shone 
like molten gold. Molly covered her eyes with her 
hands, for the brilliance of the approaching sun was 
more than she could bear. But presently she felt her 
seat moving, as if the waves were floating her off ; and 
looking up, she saw the round, bright orb like a gigantic 
wall of crystal rising right before her. She sprang up 
and across the lake, which hardened into solid gold 
as her feet touched it, and touched the crystal 
wall with both distaff and spectacles. In a twinkling 
the sun flew open, and a crowd of graceful forms 
drew Molly in, and with a joyous burst of song wel- 
comed her to Fairyland. 

It would take me a year at least to tell you all the 
wonders which Molly saw in Fairyland with one glance 
of her eye. Moonystruck Hall was nothing to it, and 
Molly agreed heartily with her mother's Fairy God- 
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mother, who had declared that nothing worth having 
was to be found out of it In due course she was 
conducted into the presence of the Fairy Queen, who 
was seated on a silver mushroom, — a throne which all 
her Court considered very elegant Her feet rested 
on a crystal footstool, beneath which, in a hen's egg, 
lay the Charmed Ruby. But what a ruby I it was like 
a miniature sun, no wonder Fairyland was so bright 
Round the Queen's throne patrolled two tall and solemn 
Clocks, whose faces showed all the adventures which 
every one had ever gone through to get the Ruby. It 
was with no small astonishment that Molly saw one 
of the hundred hands of these Clocks pointing to all 
that she herself had gone through, and ticking solemnly 
as it had ticked for thousands of years. 

After a little fairy music had been performed by an 
invisible band, and the maidens of the Court had danced 
with the tips of their toes upon nothing, for Molly's 
gratification, a banquet was served in her honour, at 
which was displayed a vast amount of airy magnificence, 
and still more airy cookery. After that the Queen 
requested to know what had brought Molly to Fairy- 
land. Instructed by the Master of the Ceremonies, 
Molly bent on one knee and related her adventures^ 
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every one of which was ticked off as it occurred by 
the Clocks. After she had finished, a breathless silence 
prevailed throughout the Court, and Molly anxiously 
awaited the Queen's decision. 

' What o'clock is it } * inquired the Fairy Queen, with 
the most gracious of smiles. 

Molly was considerably amazed at this abrupt speech, 
especially as she did not know how to read the time 
off the face of such strange Clocks as these. 

* Look/ said the Queen, * at the largest golden hand 
of each Clock, and tell me where it points.' 

'It points,' said Molly, 'to the Ruby.* 

'Well for you,* answered the Queen, with another 
gracious smile, ' that they do not point backwards ; the 
Clocks approve of you. Take, then, the Charmed Ruby, 
and be happy all your life.* So saying, the Fairy 
Queen placed the Charmed Ruby in Molly's hand ; but, 
for all that, there still remained, to Molly's great wonder, 
a Ruby in the hen's egg. Molly tried to thank the 
Queen, but a blast of silver bugles from a band of 
Fairies drowned her voice. The Queen smiled and 
nodded, and saying a few magic words, waved her wand 
three times across Molly's eyes. Each time a brilliant 
flash of light issued from the wand, and Molly closed 
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her eyes, dazzled by the brilliance. When she opened 
them again, the Charmed Ruby was still in her hand, 
but she herself was standing at her cottage door in 
Cornertown. 

Molly's mother did not long enjoy the Charmed 
Ruby ; indeed, I doubt very much whether it ever could 
have had any efficacy with her, but after she died it 
remained in Molly's family for generations, and I dare- 
say is there still. At all events, this much I can vouch 
for, that whenever a merry Molly goes singing about 
the world, there is certain to be a Charmed Ruby in 
her possession, also a pair of rose-coloured spectacles, 
and not unfrequently a distaff as well. 

So there's a riddle for you. 
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the bottom of a ditch, 

common - looking little 

thing it was. Nancy 

stood at the top, and a 

common-looking little 

brown thing she was. 

j For her frock was 

brown, and so was her 

hair ; and both were 

'' very shiny, the one 

t with age and the other 

with smoothness. Her 

eyes were brown, and 

as for her face and 

hands — well, they were 

clean, and likewise brown \ You never would have 

thought, to look at her, that such a big soul dwelt in 

such a tiny body, but it was so all the same. 
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The purse did not look inviting, for it was by no 
means smart ; but Nancy did not mind that, not being 
smart herself. She was thinking that it would do nicely 
to hold her pennies ; and as her pennies were very like 
angels in their visits, there was no danger of wearing 
it out too soon. So Nancy picked up the purse and 
carried it home. 

She had no sooner got home than she found that, 
being Saturday night, there were all the children to 
wash ; and as Nancy was blessed with seven brothers 
and one little sister, you may easily imagine that she 
did not get much time to examine her purse before 
going to bed. Then when bed-time came her mother 
was cross, as she always was on Saturday night, from 
having so many children to wash ; so she gave Nancy 
no candle to go to bed by, which was generally her 
way of showing her crossness. So Nancy popped her 
purse into a little treasure-box that she had, and which 
contained, besides the purse, one brass button, and went 
to bed in the dark. Nancy's parents were very poor, 
the poorest people in Comertown, but they were very 
hardworking, and taught their children to be so too. 
So Nancy never had much time for play, and certainly 
none for idling. 
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One day her mother said to her, ' Now you are grown 
a big girl, and it is quite time for you to be earning 
some money for yourself; we must look out for a situa- 
tion for you.' 

Nancy was overjoyed. ' Oh yes, mother ! * cried she, 
clapping her hands ; ' and then father can buy a pig.' 

' A pig ! ' echoed the mother, * look to clothing your- 
self and putting bread into your mouth first, child, 
and then it will be time to begin thinking about pigs.' 

But Nancy had an idea that she was going to get 
rich as fast as ever she could ; and as she had often 
heard her father wish for a pig, she had made up her 
mind to buy one, and so she haunted all the pig-styes 
for miles round, and soon grew very learned on the 
subject. 

In the meantime a situation had been found for her 

with an old woman who had lately come to live in 

Cornertown. -No one knew anything about this old 

woman, and so, of course, every one told the most 

startling stories about her. They said she was a witch, 

and she really did look something like one. She was 

always in a red cloak and long red mittens, and she 

spent most of her time in the woods, hunting for herbs, 

with which she cured the most complicated diseases. I 

E 
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am afraid, though, she did not find much gratitude in 
Cornertown ; one man especially was so proud of 
having a disease that no doctor could cure, and that 
none of his neighbours had ever heard of, that when 
the old woman cured him with some of her herbs, he 
flew into a violent passion, and forbade her ever to 
darken his doors again. Nancy, however, did not much 
care whether her new mistress was a witch or not ; she 
promised to give her good wages, and she had a pig, 
which was an immense recommendation in Nancy's 
eyes. 

'Now, my young maid,* said the Witch, as soon as 
Nancy made her appearance, 'I mean to give you 
plenty to eat, and good wages, — more than most young 
maids like you get, — and in return for this you must 
have no eyes, n6 ears, iio nose, and no tongue. Do 
you understand me, my young maid?' 

Nancy didn't, but she curtsied. 

' Very well, then,' said the Witch, ' take your basket 
and come with me into the woods.' 

So Nancy followed her new mistress, and found that 
her most arduous duty consisted in holding the basket 
for the Witch to put in the herbs and plants she 
gathered. In the evening, the Witch went through 
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sundry incantations with bottles, and candles, and red- 
hot coals, which frightened Nancy nearly out of her 
wits ; but she wisely sat still, and did not appear to 
observe anything. 

In the meantime the prospects of the pig were getting 
quite brilliant. Nancy's parents were so overjoyed at 
the good wages their daughter received, that they gave 
her every week a penny out of them for herself. Nancy 
now had six, and began to think herself quite a miser 
to lay by so much money. 

'Now, my young maid,' said the old woman, 'you 
will have to go on a journey for me, — all my young 
maids do, — and if you conduct yourself well, you shall 
be rewarded.' 

Nancy inwardly quaked, but professed herself willing 
to go to the end of the world for her mistress. 

'It's not quite so far as that,' said the old dame, 
' but nearer it than you think — much nearer. The Red 
Forest is at the end of the world, but I only want 
you to go as far as the Blue Woods.' 

'And where, please,' said Nancy, 'are the Blue 
Woods ? ' 

' Never you mind,' said her mistress, ' they're as the 
crow flies, and it flies every Saturday at two o'clock 
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in the morning, so you have nothing to do but 
follow it. But now listen : as soon as you get to 
the Blue Woods, you're to go arid stand in the very 
middle, which you will know to be the middle by a 
large blue tulip growing there ; you are then to look 
inside the tulip, and you will find a four-leaved sham- 
rock, which you are to divide and throw the leaves to 
the four quarters whence come the four winds ; at each 
leaf you are to say one line of the four that I shall teach 
you, and then throw yourself down on your face and 
wait for whatever happens.' 

By this time Nancy was not only inwardly but out- 
wardly quaking, and very vehemently indeed ; having, 
however, quite lost the power of speech, she gazed into 
the Witch's face with a stony horror, which her mistress 
took for extreme submission, and proceeded accordingly. 

' Now mind you must learn this charm off by heart ; 
but after you have once learnt it, you must never repeat 
it again till you come to the Blue Woods.* 

And with slow and sublime utterance the Witch 
repeated the following mysterious and terrible words : 

« Fan Tan, Katch Kan, Hodge Podge, Ho I 
Fudge Pudge, Hish Hash, Donkey, go ; 
Take three grains of a Merry Andrew's brains. 
And boil them down in a Guinea Pig's toe.' 
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Nancy's teeth chattered to such a degree that she 
could scarcely repeat the words ; but having once done 
so, they became so firmly fixed in her mind, that there 
was no need to repeat them a second time. 

' And now, my young maid,' said the Witch, ' you need 

take nothing with you except . a little brown purse, 

which you keep in a box at home, and which you found 

at the bottom of a ditch. Take that and all that's in it.' 
Nancy curtsied and withdrew in a state of extreme 

bewilderment. 

When Saturday came, Nancy opened her door at two 
o'clock in the morning, and found outside a jet black 
bird with a crest of snowy feathers, which, as soon as she 
appeared, spread its wings and soared away with such 
rapidity, that Nancy had some difficulty in keeping it in 
sight. Fortunately there was a bright moon and plenty 
of light, which served to show Nancy not only the bird, 
but a variety of other curious things, which probably are 
only seen at night, and by some one who has a witch's 
spell in his head. There was no end to the little 
creatures that Nancy saw all wide awake and chatter- 
ing. The birds were busy telling each other their 
dreams; and it was very funny to hear them talking 
about their nightmares of departed worms, and the 
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visions of approaching flies that had visited their 
slumbers. Bright-coloured little fishes peeped up out 
of every brook, and Nancy even fancied she caught 
sight of an elf or two asleep ; but if so, it jumped back 
immediately into the water, or into a flowercup, and 
so might have been only a raindrop or a moonbeam 
after all. Presently, however, Nancy met with an ad- 
venture herself. This was in the shape of a large blue 
cat, which was sitting by the roadside, with a smart em- 
broidered handkerchief up to its face, weeping most 
bitterly. 

*Dear Pussy,' said Nancy, 'why do you weep so 
bitterly ? ' 

* Alas,' said the afflicted Puss, ' I was going with my 
mistress's eggs to market, and I dropped them, and 
they all broke into smithereens ; and they were worth a 
silver penny — ^what shall I do ? ' 

' Dear Pussy,' said Nancy, ' I haven't a silver penny, 
but perhaps a copper one will do instead ; if so, take it 
and welcome.' 

The blue cat got up and made a profound curtsey, 
then it rubbed its head politely against Nancy's hand, 
and taking the penny in its mouth, waved its tail and 
disappeared, into a wood. Nancy walked on, greatly 
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pleased, and not even regretting her precious pig money. 
She had not gone far before she met a huge yellow 
dog, with but one ear, which ear was however very 
erect. It was holding its head up and howling most 
miserably. 

* Dear Doggy,' said Nancy, ' don't howl so, I beseech 
you ; but tell me, what can I do for you } * 

' Ochone, ochone,' howled the dog (he must have been 
of Irish extraction), ' what will my mistress say ? She 
gave me a basket of butter to take to market, and it 
all fell into the river and melted away, — and it was 
worth a penny with a hole in it' 

' Dear Doggy,' said Nancy, ' I haven't got a penny 
with a hole in it, but here is one without one, if that 
will do.' 

The dog rose on his hind legs and made a bow, 
then licked Nancy's hand with much elegance,, and 
went off with the penny. 

Nancy jogged on contentedly for a little while, 
until she came to a tiny little old woman who was 
sitting on a bank sobbing and wringing her hands at 
a great rate. 

* Dear old woman,' said Nancy, ' pray tell me what 
is your trouble ? * 
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' Oh, deary me/ said the old woman, ' I was going to 
market with a jug of milk on my head, when the jug 
broke, and all the milk ran down my back ; oh, deary, 
deary me, and it was worth a penny with a queen's 
head on it I * 

' Dear old woman,* said Nancy, * I haven't got a penny 
with a queen's head on it, but here is one with a king's ; 
pray take it, and buy some more milk/ 

The old woman got up and took the penny with a 
shower of thanks and blessings which she screamed 
after Nancy till she was out of sight. 

'Now,' said Nancy, 'I have but three pennies re- 
maining, and if I don't take care I shall have no pig/ 

It was still in the night, as you may perceive from 
so many wonderful things happening, but it was 
certainly the longest night Nancy had ever known. 

' I don't think I shall give away any more pennies,' 
said Nancy. 

At this moment she met a little child crying. 

* Dear little child,* said Nancy, ' why do you cry ? ' 

' Oh I ' sobbed the little child, ' I am so hungry, and 
I have lost my big brown cake in the wood.* 

'Don't cry,' said Nancy, 'here is a penny to buy 
another/ 
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The little child took the penny and was gone like 
a flash. Nancy thought it must have melted away 
like the yellow dog's butter. Presently a lame old 
man came hobbling up, shivering from head to foot. 

' Why do you shiver, old man ? * asjced Nancy. 

' Ah, me ! * said the old man, ' it's cold, cold for my 
old bones, and a thief has run off with my cloak. Ah, 
me, but it's cold — cold ' — 

'Don't shiver,* said Nancy, 'here are two pennies, 
it's all I have, perhaps that will buy a cloak.' 

The old man took the pennies ; but at that mo- 
ment the sun, which had been peeping up for a little 
while, bounced up in a great hurry, and Nancy not 
only lost sight of the old man, but found herself 
standing in the very middle of the Blue Woods, with- 
out at all knowing how she had got there. She felt 
a little heavy-hearted at the loss of her pennies, I 
must confess, but after all it could not be helped, 
and the next thing was to find the blue tulip. This 
was easily done, the blue tulip being decidedly the 
most conspicuous object in the landscape, and she 
picked the four - leaved shamrock from the centre, 
and proceeded to repeat the charm in much fear 
and trembling : 
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* Fan Tan, Katch Kan, Hodge Podge, Ho ! 
Fudge Pudge, Hish Hash, Donkey, go ; 
Take three grains of a Merry Andrew's brains, 
And boil them down in a Guinea Pig's toe.' 

At each line she flung a leaf in a different direction, 
and no sooner was the last line out of her mouth than 
a furious wind came from every quarter, and meeting 
in the centre, caused such a violent whirlwind, that it 
would have certainly thrown her down to the ground 
if she had not been already there. This lasted for 
exactly four minutes, then the jet black bird came and 

fluttered round her head, and a voice said: 

* Get up, child. If you want me, that's not the way 
to have me.' 

Nancy got up in a great fright, and saw what looked 
to her a terrible apparition, but who was no other than 
our old friend the Wizard Katchookatchkan. 

'Well, child,' said this personage, seating himself on 
the stump of a tree, the top of which had just been 
carried off by the whirlwind, 'what are you doing 
here .? ' 

' I don't know, please, sir,' said Nancy. 

'Humph!' said the Wizard; 'who sent you.^ Per- 
haps you know that.' 
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' Please, sir, my mistress,* said Nancy. 

'Humph! I might have known it,* muttered the 
Wizard. - * Now, child, what did you find in the blue 
tulip— tell me that } ' 

'Please, sir, a four-leaved shamrock,* said Nancy, 
'which I threw away, as my mistress bade me.* 

'Hum!' said the Wizard; 'and don't you know, 
child, that whoever finds the four-leaved shamrock 
finds untold wealth?' 

'No, sir, please,' said Nancy, who probably thought 
that the four-leaved shamrock had caused her to lose 
untold wealth. 

* Hum ! ' said the Wizard ; * what have you done with 
all the money in your brown purse i ' 

' Please, sir, I gave it away,' said Nancy. 

'Gave it away!' shouted the Wizard. 

'Yes, sir — please — I couldn't help it,' pleaded poor 
Nancy. 

The Wizard struck his staff on the ground with such 
violence, that sparks flew from the end of it. 

' Now, by my bird and staff,' quoth he, ' I've been up 
and down the world a thousand years, and never yet 
met with any one who wasn't able to help giving his 
money away. You must be a genius, — one never knows 
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where to have them^ — and I begin to see why your 
mistress allowed you to find the four-leaved shamrock, 
the first time any one has found it for many a long 
year ; people do Sdiy, there is no such thing — ha, ha ! ' 
— and the Wizard chuckled grimly, to Nancy's great 
consternation. 

'Now stop a bit,' said he. So saying he struck his 
staff on the ground, and immediately the blue cat, the 
yellow dog, the little old woman, the child, and the old 
man came trooping into the Blue Woods. 

' Are these the creatures you gave your money to ? * 
said the Wizard, looking at them with much disgust. 
But before Nancy could speak, the objects of her bounty 
rushed to her, uttering cries of joy and thankfulness, 
while the blue cat and yellow dog, in the exuberance 
of their gratitude, joined hands — paws, I mean — and 
danced a Scotch reel, which, as it requires a good deal 
of howling, suited them to a T. Nancy was so much 
overcome at the sight, that she sat down on the ground 
and added her voice to the chorus of cries going on 
around her. 

' Now by my bird and staff,' shouted the old Wizard 
in a perfect frenzy of rage, ' have done, will you, for a 
pack of fools ; a body can't hear himself think with the 
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row you are kicking up, — hold your tongues, or I shall 
take off every one of your heads.' 

Immediately there was a dead silence ; but when 
Nancy looked up, lo and behold! there was nobody 
there but the Wizard Katchookatchkan and her mis- 
tress with the red mittens. 

'Well, Mistress Rubinetta,* said the Wizard, 'it*s 
something new for some one to come and hunt for the 
four-leaved shamrock, and begin by giving all his 
money away.' 

'Just so,' said the Fairy Rubinetta, 'and let me tell 
you, Sir Katchookatchkan, that no one shally by my 
good leave, find the four-leaved shamrock unless he is 
willing to do that, or something like it' 

' Humph,* said the Wizard ; * I know you teach a new 
system at Cornertown.' 

'Now, my young maid,* said the Fairy Rubinetta, 
turning to Nancy, ' you must know that I am a Fairy, 
and that it was I who appeared to you in different 
shapes, and to whom you gave your money. I am 
much pleased with you — take this as a reward;' and she 
held out a penny. Nancy thanked her mistress, and 
put it- into her purse. 

' Now take it out again,' said the Fairy. 
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Nancy took out of her purse, not one penny, but 
three. 

'Humph/ muttered the Wizard, 'a body wouldn't 
take long to get rich at that rate/ 

' Now, my young maid,' said the Fairy Rubinetta, 
'you see the value of your, little brown purse: for 
every penny that you put into it, two more will come 
out of it ; but you must not forget that you must keep 
putting pennies into it, for it is not good to get rich 
without working for it. And you must also know, that 
if ever you refuse to give to those who need, for every 
penny you put into it, two more will disappear out of 
it. For only those who have inexhaustible hearts 
deserve inexhaustible purses.' 

Nancy was overwhelmed with gratitude, and, as you 
may imagine, speedily grew so rich that she was able 
to build a large house for herself and her parents, and 
to keep not one pig, but a hundred, finally marrying a 
king's son, who had been a swineherd in his youth, 
and was therefore able to sympathize with Nancy's 
peculiar tastes.- And history further goes on to state, 
that all the country round had cause to bless Nancy's 
rich purse and richer heart; and that she never lost 
two pennies by refusing to give one. 
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As for the four-leaved shamrock, there probably is 
one in the Blue Woods at this moment ; for though 
many people want to get rich, very few take the right 
way about it. They will not believe, you see, that a 
blessing rests on every penny given to those in greater 
need than themselves ; and until they do, I am afraid 
more pennies will disappear out of their purses than 
they ever put into them. Supposing you try the ex- 
periment 



V. 

THE CRYSTAL HEART. 

■ out of Comertown, 

e a stile leads across 

"ass meadow, and a 

■, rapid brook gurgles 

and whispers all the 

summer's day, stood 

a cottage that nobody 

ever went near. And 

yet it was such a cosy 

spot, warm and soft 

as a bird's nest. 

But the Comer- 

' ' tonians said it was 

haunted ; and so it was, but by nothing half so harmless 

as a ghost. A ghost, dear children, never speaks unless 

it is spoken to, and not always then ; and many 

were those who would have been deeply thankful if the 

ghost which haunted this cottage had always acted 
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on the same excellent principle. For the owner of it 
was a shrew — ^ scolding wife and a cruel stepmother. 
She had a husband who was, properly speaking, the 
master of the place, but he had long ago given up his 
rights ; if he had ever attempted to speak he could not 
have been heard, poor man — so he never did. He had 
one daughter by his first wife, and she was so good and 
so patient,* so sweet and so pretty, that every one loved 
her, and she was always called little Mother Meg. But 
of course the stepmother hated her all the more, espe- 
cially as her own daughter, though she was very hand- 
some, was a perfect little fury, and never went by any 
other name than Wicked Wanda. Now Wicked Wanda's 
godmother was a witch, one of your regular old-fashioned 
witches, who nourish venomous serpents in their bosoms, 
and can brew potions that would kill any one even to 
look at, or make people love you whether they like it or 
not, and all sorts of other comfortable things. She lived, 
too, in the very middle of a dreary black marsh, of which 
the air was so noxious that no one who had not sucked 
the blood of a new-born baby could live in it for a minute, 
and so she was well secured against morning calls. But 
when she had been at Wicked Wanda's christening she 
had given her a charm which would enable her to come 
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and see her whenever she liked, and Wicked Wanda had 
now determined to make use of it. The fact was, that 
as Wicked Wanda grew up, she became more and more 
jealous of little Mother Meg, and was ready to tear out 
her eyes whenever any one liked or admired her. She 
had long made poor Meg's life miserable : she had 
hidden away all her best clothes, wrung the necks of her 
pet birds, trampled down her favourite flowers, besides 
getting her mother to impose on her such long and 
severe tasks, that poor Meg had no time for her only 
pleasure, which was to wander during the long summer 
evenings on the banks of the river, and play with and 
tell stories to any of the little Cornertown children who 
were not afraid to venture so far. But all Wicked 
Wanda's efforts were vain ; little Mother Meg was so 
patient and sweet, so anxious to please her stepmother 
and make her half-sister love her, that they only hated 
her the more because they could not make her as 
wicked as themselves. At last, when Wicked Wanda 
heard a rumour that the richest farmer in Cornertown 
had fallen in love with Meg, and wanted to marry her, 
matters came to a climax. Wicked Wanda grew so 
furious that she behaved like a maniac, and every one 
Was afraid to come near her. She stamped and raved, 
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and kicked and screamed, and bit and scratched, and 
finally, when every one in the house was skulking in the 
darkest corner they could find, she fell into a fit of the 
sulks, and locking her door, announced her intention of 
starving herself to death. 

It was now the stepmother's turn to take up the 
matter. 

' My dear, sweet little dove of a daughter,' said she, 
cautiously approaching the door and holding the handle 
tight lest her dear little dove of a daughter should sud- 
denly dart out and pull her hair, 'pray do not afflict 
yourself so terribly, but come out and tell your own 
mother what ails you.' 

'Get along with you,' said the dove. 

' My dear little angel,' said the mother, 'what do you 
wish me to do for you ? — ^say but the word, and it shall 
be done.' 

'Kill Meg,' replied the angel promptly. 

'My own darling,' said the mother, 'it would give 
me the greatest pleasure to fulfil such a natural and 
laudable desire, but you know that Meg is protected by 
a powerful Fairy, and I dare not do anything against 
her life.' 

'Then never say you love me!' shouted Wicked 
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Wanda, and the crash of a table and a few articles of 
crockery imn)ediately followed. 

* Angel of a daughter of mine!* said the mother, 
' would it not be best to go and consult your godmother 
in the Black Marshes?' 

*Get along with you,' replied Wicked Wanda; but 
this was only to gain time. In reality she thought it 
a good suggestion, only she was not willing to say so, 
as it did not come from herself. The mother looked 
round with a congratulatory air, and applying her ear 
to the keyhole, remained silent for a few minutes. 

' Now then,' cried Wicked Wanda, in a voice like a 
small hurricane, * what do you go running off for, you 
useless old frump .^' 

'My angel,* replied the mother, 'you told me to get 
along.' 

* Well, and why didn't you, then ? ' cried her dutiful 
daughter, opening the door. ' I am going to my god- 
mother,' said she ; ' but don't fancy it's at your bidding 
— I thought of it myself long ago.' 

'I have no doubt you did, my little poppet,' said 
her mother submissively. 

And so this worthy scion of a noble race took her 
charm, which was the toe-nail of a murderer, blessed 
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by the Witch, and a bottle of new milk as a present 
for her godmother, and set out on her journey to the 
Black Marshes. After a great many days of toilsome 
travelling, which by no means improved the temper 
of Wicked Wanda; she at last arrived at her god« 
mother's abode. The Witch knew she was coming, 
and had adorned herself with a crown of scorpions, 
which shone like jewels, and a chain and bracelets of 
amber-coloured serpents ; her eyes were red and sunken, 
her hair bristled like a porcupine, and her nose and 
chin were so close together that she could only mumble 
and hiss — in fact, she looked extremely bewitching. She 
embraced her goddaughter warmly, complimented her 
on her improved beauty, and then begged to know 
what she could do for her. 

' For I do not suppose, my dear godchild,' said she,, 
with a hideous grin, *that you would come to see me 
unless you wanted something.* 

'No; you are about right there,' replied Wicked 
Wanda, who was not much more ceremonious with 
her godmother than with her mother. * It is not likely 
I would choose to come to such a detestable place 
otherwise ; nor do I find you so pretty to look at 
either.' 
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' Say you so, my pretty dear ? ' said the Witch with 
another grin ; ' then take heed you do not become like 
me some fine day.' 

'A likely story/ said Wicked Wanda, tossing her 
head. 

'You want me,* said the Witch abruptly, *to take 
some one out of your way.* 

' Yes,* replied Wicked Wanda ; ' and not only that, 
but as this is my birthday I want you to give me some- 
thing which will make every one love and admire me 
or die.' 

' A pretty little piece of work,* said the Witch ; * but 
I think it can be done with one drawback.* 

'And what*s that.^* asked Wicked Wanda eagerly. 

' Why, there's your half-sister ; I am afraid I cannot 
kill her, she is protected by a powerful Fairy.' 

* No matter ! * exclaimed Wicked Wanda impatiently, 
' let the worm live, if only I be irresistible.' 

' Ay ! but that is not all. You must know that this 
is your sister's birthday as well as yours ; and I am 
bound by a powerful oath, for every gift which I give 
you to give her one as well, which might neutralize its 
effect' 

At these words Wicked Wanda was transported with 
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rage ; she sprang up from her seat, stamped and raved, 
tore her hair, and probably would have torn her god- 
mother's too, if the Witch had not pointed a serpent at 
her with an air of authority. 

' Stop ! ' said she, ' I did not say that it would 
neutralize its effect' 

Wicked Wanda was quieted, and the Witch continued : 

* I happen to have by me a few worthless gifts, one 
of which I will send your sister. For you, however, 
I have something more powerful, but it remains to be 
seen whether you are brave enough to accept it. Here 
it is,* — and she held up a small, brilliantly green serpent, 
with yellow eyes and a red forked tongue. If you 
carry this in your bosom, you will become so beautiful 
that no one will be able to resist you, and any one 
who dares to try will perish at once, withered up by a 
glance from your eyes.' 

Wicked Wanda's eyes sparkled with joy. 
*But won't it sting?' she asked doubtfully. 

* Sting ! ' muttered the Witch ; ' ay, it will sting your 
very heart;' then she continued in a louder tone, 'you 
will not feel it, or at least not after a little. But what 
is a little pain compared to * — 

'Oh, dear godmother!' exclaimed Wicked Wanda, 
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clasping her hands. * Give it me now at pnce — I cannot 
wait' 

The Witch sprinkled a few drops from a caldron, 
that was always simmering on her fire, on the serpent's 
head, muttered a few words over it, kissed it fervently, 
and placed it in her godchild's bosom. The serpent 
uncoiled itself, hissed, and darted its forked tongue at 
her white skin. 

* Ah ! * exclaimed Wicked Wanda, shrinking a little, 
'it is only a prick — if that's all, I can bear it' 

'Ay, bear it,' muttered the Witch, 'you'd better, — 
and now, take this to your sister and begone.' 

She held out, as she spoke, a piece of bright crystal, 
shaped like a heart. 

'What are its properties.^' asked Wicked Wanda, 
examining it curiously as it lay on the palm of her 
hand. But the Witch had returned to her occupa- 
tion of stirring the caldron on the fire, and gave no sign 
of having heard her. So Wicked Wanda, seeing that 
nothing further was to be got out of the Witch, had 
nothing for it but to take the crystal heart and trudge 
home. 

As soon as the stepmother and little Mother Meg 
saw Wicked Wanda again, they uttered cries of 
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astonishment and admiration ; for she had grown so 
dazzlingly beautiful that nothing like her beauty was 
to be seen anywhere, and all Cornertown was soon at 
her feet Wicked Wanda was full of malicious triumph, 
for one of the first victories was the rich young farmer 
who had been courting Meg, but who had no sooner 
seen Wicked Wanda than he vowed and declared no 
one but her should be his wife. So poor Meg had to 
give him up without a word. But she bore no malice 
against her half-sister ; on the contrary, she loved her 
for her beauty, and asked for nothing better than to 
spend all the day making her clothes, and half the night 
combing out her long beautiful raven locks. But when 
the evening before the wedding came, poor Meg, who 
had been more than usually ill-treated by her stepmother 
and sister, wandered out to the river-side, and feeling 
very miserable, sat down amongst the rushes and wept 
bitterly. She was roused by a step beside her, and 
looking up, saw a funny little old woman in a red cloak 
and long red mittens. 

' My young maid,' said the old woman, ' why do you 
weep so bitterly ? ' 

Meg was so frightened that she could not say a word. 

' Do not be afraid of me,' said the old woman ; ' I am 
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the Fairy Rubinetta, and have been your friend for a 
long time, though you have never seen me before, so 
tell me your grief without fear/ . 

Thus encouraged, Meg poured out the whole history 
of her woes. 

* And do you not hate them very much, and wish to 
punish them ? * asked the Fairy ; ' because if you wish, 
I can do them a good deal of harm ! ' 

'No, madam,* replied Meg, 'I only want them to be 
made good, and to love me more.* 

The Fairy shook her head. ' That, I am afraid, is 
beyond my power,* said she ; ' and, indeed, it is not 
much I can do for you until the spell is worked out. 
If, however, you really do not wish them harm, and 
would rather wait for them to get better, there is one 
thing you can do towards it. Do you wear the crystal 
heart I sent you ? * 

' They made me do so,* said Meg ; ' but I thought it 
was the Witch's gift, and that frightened me very much/ 

'No such thing,* said the old Fairy, 'it is my gift, 
and if you wear it always it will ensure you happiness 
and love, though a good deal of pain as well. It ex- 
hales, as you perceive, a delicious perfume which will 
be only the sweeter when you are^^nhappy. It opens 



92 FAIRY GIFTS. 

With a spring, but you may not open it now ; in time 
to come, when every one loves you and thinks you have 
reached perfection, you may do so, and find out what it 
is which has been so sweet. And now, farewell,' — and 
the Fairy Rubinetta vanished, and little Mother Meg 
went home much comforted. 

The next day Wicked Wanda was married, and went 
off triumphantly with her young farmer, leaving Meg 
to the tender mercies of her mother, who was quite 
delighted to get rid of her daughter and have the 
field all to herself. 

And now poor Meg had a fine time of it, but she was 
just as good and as patient as ever. In about a year, 
however, the stepmother fell ill, and became so violent 
that she made herself worse and worse. No one would 
stay near her except Meg, — her husband had long since 

run away. But Meg kept faithful, and patiently nursed 
her stepmother, till she grew so bad that it was very 
plain she could not live another night Then Meg felt 
very lonely and desolate in the little cottage, which 
no one came near, and sat beside her stepmother watch- 
ing her asleep, and dreading lest every breath should 
be her last. At last the stepmother opened her eyes 
and called to Meg to come near her. Meg obeyed in 
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fear and trembling, for she had often done so before, 
and nearly had her eyes scratched out for her pains. 

'Meg/ said her stepmother very solemnly, 'I have 
had a frightful dream. I dreamt that the Witch came 
and told me that she had given a venomous serpent 
to my daughter, and bade her carry it in her bosom, 
and that it would cause every one to worship her, or 
else die. But it will end in stinging her to death. And 
then the Witch shook her staff at me, and grinned 
horribly in my very face. And this I dreamt three 
times, so I know it must be true. And now I feel that 
I am dying fast; but before I die, you must promise 
me one thing. Keep watch for Wicked Wanda. I feel 
that you alone can save her, that you alone will remain 
faithful to her, that you alone will pity and forgive her. 
I feel that some day at sunset she will come back 
to you wretched and forsaken ; promise me to keep a 
home for her,' — and the dying woman caught hold of 
Meg*s arm and held it as if in a vice ; but before Meg 
could stammer out the words of promise, the hold 
relaxed, and her cruel stepmother fell back on the 
pillow dead. 

The little cottage by the river-side now became as 
happy as before it was miserable ; for though little 
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Mother Meg lived there alone, it became the daily 
resort of children, young lovers, brides and bridegrooms, 
and all sorts of happy people. Meg had a large heart 
for all, but still kept a corner, not only in her heart but 
in her home, for Wicked Wanda. The room in the 
gable which looked towards the sunset was always 
ready for her, and in summer the lattice was open all 
day, and the room filled with the scent of jessamine 
and.sweetbriar, and the sounds of running waters and 
humming bees. Every evening, when the happy guests 
had left Meg's home for the day, and gone back towards 
Cornertown with many a backward look and waving 
hand, and the sound of their merry voices had died 
away in the distance, Meg went and stood at the open 
window of the room in the gable, waiting and watching 
for Wicked Wanda. She must surely come at last, 
thought little Mother Meg, for beautiful as she was, no 
one could long continue loving her — that is, no one who 
did not wear the crystal heart on his bosom ; and so, 
when all she cared for had died, she must surely come 
back to little Mother Meg. But the serpent in Wicked 
Wanda's bosom was more powerful than Meg thought, 
and so the days went on, and she never came. 
In the meantime, the fame of Meg's beauty and 
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sweetness had spread so far, that a certain king's son, 
whose wanderings had led him in that direction, heard 
of her and went to see her. He rode up to the cottage 
door one fine day on a milk-white steed, with harness 
of gold ; but no sooner had he caught sight of Meg, 
than he fell off his horse in a fainting fit. Meg took 
him in and nursed him, but he was so deeply in love, 
that he grew worse and worse, and probably would 
have died if Meg had not discovered his secret. She 
thought in her innocence that it was a great pity so 
handsome a young prince should be allowedto die for 
love of her ; so, as he was too weak to say a word, she 
went and put her hand in his, and told him she was 
ready to follow him all over the world. At which the 
king's son was so transported with joy, that he imme- 
diately sprang out of bed, flung all his medicines out 
of the window, and never took another drop as long as 
he lived. 

So now little Mother Meg had become a princess 
and lived in a large and splendid palace, but she was 
just as patient and humble as in the old days. The 
king's son worshipped her — she showed him the crystal 
heart, and he was always urging her to open it, that he 
might see what it was that had made his bride so 
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irresistible, but Meg never would, for she did not think 
herself perfect enough, and besides, as long as Wicked 
Wanda did not love her, she would not open it There 
was a large and splendid suite of apartments in the 
west wing of the palace reserved for Wicked Wanda, 
and every evening Meg went there, and sat hand in 
hand with her husband, the fragrance of the crystal 
heart meanwhile filling the apartment like the breath 
of flowers, and together they talked of all they would 
do to kill the venomous serpent and bring Wicked 
Wanda to her right mind. But the years went on, and 
she never came. 

Little Mother Meg bore her husband two beautiful 
boys, who became the strongest, handsomest, and most 
daring youths in the world. They, like every one else 
in the kingdom, worshipped their mother, and at every 
birthday and anniversary of the wedding day joined 
their father in imploring Meg to open the crystal heart, 
declaring that no one in the world could possibly be 
more perfect or more beloved than she was, and that 
there might be some still more wonderful Fairy gift 
inside; but she continued humble and patient, and 
stedfastly refused to do so. The fame of the crystal 
heart and its wearer spread far and wide, for its sweet 
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influence had cured many a heart sick and sore, and 
healed many a family breach. Numbers flocked to 
the palace to present petitions and beg for gifts, and 
none were sent away unsatisfied. Numbers more came 
to shower blessings on the head of little Mother Meg, 
as she was still called ; and the palace was as populous 
with grateful and happy visitors as a small city. At 
last, when many years had gone by, and Meg had 
ceased to hope for Wicked Wanda's return, she con- 
sented that the crystal heart should be opened on the 
next anniversary of the wedding day. Great prepara- 
tions were accordingly set on foot, and numbers were 
invited from far and near to be present at the ceremony. 
But as the time drew near, little Mother Meg grew 
very sad, and spent nearly all her time in the west wing 
of the palace, still waiting and watching for one who 
never came. And what, in the meantime, had become 
of Wicked Wanda ? 

It is needless to say that the young farmer speedily 
discovered the true nature of his bride, and bitterly 
repented having preferred her to her sister. But his 
repentance, as is usual in such cases, came too late ; 
for no sooner had he ceased to love her than he met 

the doom which the Witch had predicted, and perished 

G 



98 FAIRY GIFTS. 

miserably. Wicked Wanda then travelled all over the 
world, and everywhere her marvellous beauty attracted 
all eyes. Numbers flocked to her, numbers worshipped 
her, and numbers died, having discovered her true 
nature, and ceased to love her. At last she married a 
rich and powerful lord, himself protected by a spell from 
the baleful influence of the serpent in his wife's bosom. 
But the life they led was a fit punishment for all Wicked 
Wanda's crimes. Their castle resounded with blows 
and cries from morning till night ; not a soul would 
stay near them, and Wicked Wanda had to sweep the 
house and cook the dinner as best she could. 

In course of time she gaye birth to a beautiful boy, 
whom both parents loved with such jealous fervour, 
that he became only a new source of enmity between 
them. Wicked Wanda especially, who had never loved 
anybody in her life before, worshipped him, and for a 
few years he returned her affection. But, alas ! as time 
went on, and he became a youth, he learnt to know his 
mother, and slowly but surely his love fqr her died 
from his heart. He struggled long, to retain it, and 
felt himself grow weaker and weaker day by day ; but 
at last, when he had seen Wicked Wanda showering 
blows on a defenceless child, shake a dying woman in 
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her bed, and ruthlessly imprison a poor old man, 
keeping him without food till he died, the last spark of 
tenderness faded from his heart ; and one evening, when 
his mother had called him to her side, he looked into 
her face with a wild and mournful gaze, and, sinking 
down at her feet, died without a groan. 

Wicked Wanda shrieked and cried, and tore her hair 
and beat her breast; but it was no use, it could not 
bring him back to life again. The father was mad with^ 
rage and fury, accused Wicked Wanda of being her 
son's murderer, which was true enough, and finally 
thrust her out of the castle with blows and curses, and 
forbade her ever to come near him again. 

Wicked Wanda in despair did not know where to 
turn. Every one shunned her and fled at her approach ; 
all her beauty had gone, and the serpent gnawed at 
her very heart. In this miserable plight she laid 
herself down one evening by the roadside, and resolved 
to die there. 

' It is no use my living any longer,* said she, ' for I 
only kill all I love, and there is nothing left to live for ; 
even my beauty has left me, I am too hideous to exist.' 

' Ha, ha ! * said a hissing vorce beside her, * where is 
the scornful beauty who thought herself too good to 
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breathe the same air as her godmother, the Witch ? — she 
never dreamt of becoming like her, ha, ha, ha !* 

Wicked Wanda started up, — ^her godmother stood 
beside her, her features distorted into a hideous grimace. 

' Wretch 1 ' cried Wicked Wanda, ' it is to you I 
owe all my misery 1 How dare you come near me ? ' 

' Pretty bird,' said the Witch, ' how can you talk of 
miseiy,— :;'^«, the most beautiful of women, the lightning 
of whose eyes can blast the most daring churl who 
refuses to acknowledge your charms ? Look into this 
mirror, and behold your beauty,' — ^and the Witch held 
out a mirror, into which Wicked Wanda gazed with a 
shudder as she recognised the fearful likeness between 
them. 

^ Leave me to die,' said she, sinking back and hiding 
her face in her hands. 

* Nay,' said the Witch, bending over her and hissing 
into her ear, ' surely you need not die ; go to your 
sister — beautiful, beloved, and rich, see what the in- 
significant crystal heart has done for her^ and what 
your gift of irresistible beauty has done {ox you; per- 
haps she will pity you — you, the beautiful Wicked 
Wanda.' 

* I will go to her,' cried Wicked Wanda, springing up ; 
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*she at least will help me, and forgive me, and love 
me — ^she always did ; and if this serpent, which has 
become such a part of myself that I cannot pluck it 
from my bosom, should sting me to death, I can but 
die at her feet.' 

So saying, Wicked Wanda tore herself from the 
Witch's grasp, and fled away with such swiftness that 
she was speedily lost to view, and her godmother was 
left to gesticulate and call after her in vain. 

After many days of toilsome travelling, during which 
the fame of little Mother Meg and the crystal heart 
led her in the right direction, Wicked Wanda arrived 
one evening, just as the sun was setting, at a magnifi- 
cent palace, entirely built of crystal. This, to her 
astonishment, she found was the abode of the once 
despised Meg. For the last time the serpent stung 
her fiercely, envy and jealousy filled her heart, and 
she was about to turn and fly, when a mild old maii 
with a mournful countenance came towards her, 

*What do you here, poor wayfarer?* said he. 

* I seek one whom they call little Mother Meg,' said 
Wicked Wanda ; * is she here ? ' 

* She is here,' said the old man ; ' what or who are 
you ? ' 
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*They call me Wicked Wanda.* 

The old man seized her hands, and held her tight. 

* Are you/ said he, * the sister whom she has waited 
and watched for these twenty years and more ? * 

'I am that miserable wretch/ answered Wicked 
Wanda. 

*Then/ said the old man, who was no other than 
the king's son, 'this is the day that the crystal heart 
is to be opened, and you shall be a welcome guest, — 
come and look upon her face.' 

He led her through the palace, where a deep silence 
reigned, into a quiet chamber in the west wing* The 
window was open, and looked towards the sunset A 
rich, subdued glow filled the room, and the far-off song 
of a thrush thrilled through the summer air. On a 
couch near the window lay little Mother Meg, the 
crystal heart on her bosom, and her two stalwart sons 
kneeling beside her. She looked as if she were 
asleep^ and dreaming pleasant dreams, and never had 
her face looked half so fair and sweet as now ; but 
she did not awake and look up with a smile as Wicked 
Wanda drew near — for little Mother Meg was dead ! 

* She is perfect now,' said the king's son, as Wicked 
Wanda knelt weeping beside the couch, and the 
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venomous serpent crept out of her bosom and fell 
lifeless to the floor, 'and all love her — even Wicked 
Wanda ; we may open the crystal heart.* And they 
did so; but sweet and powerful as it had been, all 
they found was a bruised violet ! 

Wicked Wanda lived for many years, and became 
as humble and patient as before she had been cruel 
and violent. But she would not change her name, but 
kept it to the end of her life, that she might never 
forget how sinful she had once been. The crystal 
heart, with its bruised violet, was kept as a precious 
relic ; and though many years have passed away since 
then, it has never lost its power or its fragrance, but 
whenever it is worn and cherished, sweet thoughts of 
patience and forgiveness dwell in every bosom. 
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THE ROSE OF PERPETUAL YOUTH. 

as out ; but instead of 
)me at once, Barbara, 
i Phemie were gather- 
ed in a little group at 
the corner of the one 
sunny street of Cor- 
nertown. The boys 
ran past them with 
their usual whoop and 
halloo, but did not as 
usual provoke a skir- 
mish of words. The street sank into silence a^r the 
hubbub of children's voices had died away, and the after- 
noon sunshine threw long shadows across the school- 
house, and brooded on distant hill and meadow with 
golden warmth and stillness. But the three children 
never stirred. Barbara was spokeswoman. — 'And she 
lives in a cavern under the East Hill, where the sun 
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rises, and the fountain bubbles up every morning at 
dawn, and dies down in the daytime. It is at dawn 
that one must drink of the fountain in order to remain 
young for ever.* 

This was the conclusion of her speech, and the two 
listeners drew long breaths. 

' If one were quite sure/ said Lotta hesitatingly. 

'Oh, I am quite sure,' cried Phemie, a pale-faced, 
flaxen-haired little maid, with the most innocent blue 
eyes in the world. ' Barbara is so clever ; but — I don't 
think I want to remain young, there'll be so much to 
do when I am grown up, mother says.' 

' Well, and so we will grow up,' said Barbara ; * but 
we'll never grow old^ and lose our hair and teeth, and 
hobble about on crutches.' 

* I would like,' said Phemie timidly, * to be just such 
an old lady as my grandmother, — mother says I'm 
like her.' 

'La, child!' said Barbara impatiently, 'do you 
want to sit in an arm-chair in the chimney-corner 
knit, knit, knitting from morning till night ? ' 

Phemie thought of the arm-chair in the chimney- 
corner where she had learnt the first lessons of her 
life, where she brought all her troubles, always sure 
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of a kiss and a sugar-plum, and where she stood up 
to read out of a certain big book which always lay 
within reach of a soft withered hand, and she doubted, 
— for Phemie was an old-fashioned little woman, but 
she wisely kept her doubts to herself. 

*Ah,' said Lotta meditatively, 'it must be pleasant 
never to grow wrinkled, and lose all the brightness 
of one's eyes and the colour out of one's cheeks/ 

Lotta was the prettiest girl in Cornertown. 

*And always to hear and enjoy the birds* songs, 
and to see the flowers, and roam through the woods,' 
chimed in Barbara, who, by the by, did not in the 
least care for these pleasures herself. 

Phemie's face brightened and then fell. 

' Granny would like to hear the birds sing,' said she 
sadly ; 'but she is deaf, and can only hear the canary 
when it sings very loud. And then weVe often got 
to cover it up.' 

'Exactly,' said Barbara; 'and you'd like to be like 
that, wouldn't you ? ' 

' No,' replied Phemie with a sigh. ' I should like 
always to be able to wander through the woods and 
gather primroses, and listen to the thrushes in spring.' 

* Then all we've got to do is to go to the East Hill, 
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where the Witch lives, and drink a few drops of the 
Fountain of Youth when the sun rises/ said Barbara 
triumphantly. 'We'll start to-morrow night and be 
there before dawn.' 

Phemie was not quite easy in her mind that night, 
a;id did not know whether she wanted to remain 
young or go on and find out what being old was like. 
Perhaps, though, she might bring back some of the 
water for her grandmother to drink — how nice that 
would be f So, when Phemie came to say good-night, 
she said — 

'Granny, wouldn't you like to be made young 
again ? ' 

'Bless the child 1' exclaimed the old grandmother, 
quite in a flurry, 'what has got into her head now? 
Young again? No, child; I should feel all put out, 
someways, to be young again at this time of day, 
especially with all you young ones about. No, no; 
I had just as lief jog on quietly to the end. I shall 
be made young enough some day, if it's good for me, 
and then I suppose it'll come natural to me again.' 
And Phemie went to bed more puzzled than ever. 

The next night the three girls set out on their ex- 
pedition. There was a fine moon, and the East Hill 
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was not very far off; but they were so much alarmed 
at their boldness, that they would willingly have gone 
back if they had dared to confess it to each other. 
They met with no adventure, however, beyond tearing 
their clothes and wounding their tender feet with 
stones, so that they bled. But then one must go 
through something in order to procure perpetual youth, 
mustn't one? 

* Is the Witch cruel ? Will she kill us ? ' whispered 
Lotta. 

They were nearing their destination, and there was 
a brightness in the east which betokened that the sun 
was not far off. 

* Oh no ; she cannot be cruel,* returned Barbara ; but 
she looked uneasily round. 

* This must be the cavern,* said Phemie tremulously, 
as they paused in a dark cave under the hill ; * but 
there is no fountain.* 

' Grood-morrow, my young maids. What brings you 
here so early?* 

A little old woman in a red cloak was hobbling in 
at the mouth of the cave — a pretty little old woman, 
too, with a pair of very bright black eyes. 

The girls all started at the sound of her voice, and 
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huddled together in some dismay. Barbara was the 
first to recover herself, 

'We came to be made young/ said she boldly. 

' To be made young, my young maids ; and pray 
what age might you be?' 

' I mean/ said Barbara, not half so boldly as before, 
'to remain young/ 

'And pray, my young maids, can't you be satisfied 
with the present, without looking so far forward ? ' 

'But,' said Lotta eagerly, 'it is so dreadful to be 
old and ugly.' 

'No doubt, no doubt,' replied the old woman. 
' And what do you think, my young maid ? ' turning 
abruptly to Phemie. 

'Please/ said Phemie, 'grandmother is deaf, and 
can't hear the birds sing, and she can only sit outside 
the cottage door when the sun is very warm, and I 
should not like that ; and then, too, I thought I would 
bring her some of the water of the Fountain of Youth, 
— but I don't think she cares about it/ concluded 
Phemie sadly.' 

'I am sorry for you, my dears/ said the little old 
woman in red, 'but there is no Fountain of Youth 
here — it has long since been dried up. However, I 
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will give you each something to take home with you, 
for I give a good many gifts to those who come to see 
me. Here, for instance, is a little bottle labelled 
" Essence of Liquefied Lily Leaves " — it produces a 
brilliancy of complexion hitherto unrivalled, and im- 
parts a delightful fragrance to the skin — it is the true 
Elixir of Youth ' — 

'Me — me!' cried Lotta. 

* Here,' continued the old woman, * is a box containing 
an aromatic nut — a small fragment of which, eaten 
daily, produces an elasticity of spirits, a clearness and 
power of intellect, and a delightful sense of continual 
rejuvenescence, which* — 

'Ah,' cried Barbara, *that is the youth for me — I 
want none of your ointments for the complexion,' 
casting a contemptuous glance at Lotta. 

*As for you, my young maid,' said the old woman, 
turning to Phemie — ; 

* Please,' interrupted Phemie, ' I don't want any of 
those things ; mother never lets me wash my face with 
anything but plain water, and I don't think she would 
like me to take medicine unless I were ill ; but, if I 
might have this beautiful rose.' _ 

It was a large magnificent red rose, the one blossom 
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on a small bush which grew in the centre of the cavern, 
and Phemie had been eyeing it longingly ever since 
she came in. 

*Ah/ said the Witch, 'that is indeed a rare and 
beautiful rose ; and there is never more than one at a 
time on the bush.' 

' Nonsense, child/ cried Barbara ; * do find something 
better to take than a paltry rose, which you can get 
dozens of any day.' 

*No,' said Phemie quietly; 'we have very few at 
home, and mother likes them so.' 

' Take it, take it, my child,' said the little old woman, 
plucking it as she spoke, ' and wear it always in your 
bosom ; the root of the rosebud has been watered by the 
fountain of Perpetual Youth, and its roses never fade.' 

' Well,' said Barbara, after they had thanked the old 
woman and left the cavern, ' you are very silly, Phemie, 
— think of our gifts, almost as good as drinking the 
water of youth ; and then to think that you should only 
have a common rose, even though it shouldn't fade.' 

But Phemie carried home her rose and said nothing. 
All through the winter Phemie wore her rose in her 
bosom, and there's no saying how much it gladdened 
the eyes of those around her when the snow was on 
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the ground and the icicles hung from the eaves. It 
was a perpetual whisper of summer. At first, Phemie^ 
like Barbara, thought it only a common rose, though a 
beautiful one, but by and by she began to discover 
that it had some peculiar properties of its own. Not 
that it made her either beautiful or witty; indeed, 
Phemie never found out that it had any effect on 
herself at all, it was its effect on butside things that 
she wondered at. One day, one dark wintry day, 
when the snow lay on the ground, and the murmuring 
river that ran past Phemie*s cottage had long been 
held in silent bondage, a robin came and perched on 
the window-sill where Phemie was scattering a few 
crumbs, and sang a little song of thanks before picking 
them up. Phemie was so delighted with its scarlet 
breast and bead-like eye, that she stopped at the win- 
dow to watch it. 

' Pretty Robin,' said she, ' you are the only bright 
thing there is to see this morning.' 

'Except your rose,' replied the Robin. 

Phemie started. * Why, Robin, can you speak } ' 

' Surely,* replied the Robin ; ' I knew how to speak 

long before you did, only you did not understand my 

language.' 

H 
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* Then how have I learnt to know it now ? ' asked 
Phemie, bewildered. 

' Ask your rose/ replied the Robin, busily picking up 
the crumbs. 

Phemie looked at her rose. It certainly was very 
large and bright, but that did not tell her how she had 
learned the Robin's language. 

' Well, pretty Robin,' said she, ' I am very glad to 
know your language, though I don't know how I 
learned it. But now you must come every morning 
and tell me pretty stories.' 

*I have nothing new to tell,' said the Robin. 

' Then tell me something old, — I like old stories the 
best' 

The Robin hopped about and chirped, and put its 
head on one side, as if he could tell a good deal if he 
chose. ' I have no story to tell,' said he, ' except that 

* The ice is on the stream, 

And the snow is on the lawn ; 
But I had a little dream, 

That came to me at dawn. 
And it told me that a fay 

Had caught a sunbeam's tail, 
And would make a flower to-day 

Down in the dale. ' 

And the Robin flew away, and was seen no more. 
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Phemie laughed heartily at the Robin's story ; but 
the next morning she scattered a plentiful meal of 
crumbs, and hoped he would come and tell another, 
which he did, and for several mornings after that, till 
the sun had melted the snow, and the buds came out 
on the hedges. And by that time Phemie had heard 
a good many stories about the fairies and their flower* 
making. When the spring came on, the Robin disap^ 
peared ; he said he had his pairing and nesting to see 
to, and ever so much more important business, but he 
promised to come next winter. Phemie was rather 
disconsolate at flrst, but she also had a good deal to 
attend to ; for after she had been to school, and helped 
her mother, and read to her grandmother, she had to 
go into the woods and hunt for primroses and blue* 
bells. And it was certainly very odd, but Phemie never 
remembered to have seen such fine ones as there were 
this season. After this she had to plant her garden — 
and you never saw such a garden as it was ! Phemie 
thought It delightful, for it was a perfect tangle of 
flowers, most of them weeds. But Phemie was pas- 
sionately attached to her weeds, for, after all, weeds 
are only flowers in the wrong place, and in her garden 
they were in the right place, she considered. 
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*How pretty you are, Daisy 1*. said she, hanging over 
a root of daisies in full bloom. 

' Not a bit of it/ replied the biggest Daisy ; ' we are 
only open and bright, that's all/ 

' But you look like babies' faces,' said Phemie. 

* And so we are,' replied the Daisy. ' The old earth 
is our mother, and we are her babies, — ^and babies are 
a^w^ys pretty to their mothers, you know.' 

'You are pretty to me,' said Phemie. 

* Yes ; because you are a true child of earth, and 
wear one of her fadeless roses in your bosom.' 

' Shall I always be young ? ' asked Phemie. . 

'Always,' said the Daisy, and said no more. 

So you see the rose had taught Phemie a new lan- 
guage, and given her new eyes, for she never remem- 
bered such a glorious summer, with such a wealth of 
birds and flowers, and such a sea of golden sunshine. 

In the meantime, Barbara and Lotta were growing 
up the observed of all observers. Barbara had become 
so witty and intellectual that she was in constant re- 
quest, and had to give up helping her mother for the 
more important duties which she had ta:ken upon her- 
self. Lotta, too, was very beautiful ; and when she 
was not in the midst of a circle of admirers, she was 
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SO busy looking at herself in the glass that she had not 
time to accompany Phemie in her search for beauty in 
the summer woods. In fact, they both rather despised 
Phemie, and called her childish; so it was clear that 
her kind of perpetual youth did not suit theirs. 

Time passed on, and the old grandmother died, and 
Phemie married and became the mother of a large 
family. And now, strange to say, the rose acquired a 
new power. The birds and flowers no longer spoke to 
Phemie, and she did sometimes regret the days when 
there was a ' splendour in the grass ' and ' a glory in 
the flower;' but this was only in dark moments, of 
which there were but few in Phemie's fairy-gifted life. 
iVbw, her babies were, her birds and flowers, and their 
thoughts were her stories, old yet ever new. For the 
rose had given her the power of reading these thoughts 
in their innocent faces, of living in their games when 
they only played, and of turning them all into stories, — 
stories of fairies and fairy gifts, stories of angels and 
angels' messages, stories of earth, and stories of heaven. 
Then, too, the rose seemed to have gained a heart — 
perhaps a bit of Phemie's, against which it had nestled 
so long. Phemie's was sometimes sad and weary, for 
there was a great deal to do in her life, and her limbs 
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were not quite so supple as they used to be, in spite of 
her gift of youth ; the ros^s heart was always strong 
and cheerful. Phemie's heart was sometimes sore and 
angry ; the rose's was always patient and loving. 
Phemie's heart sometimes grew tired of the world ; 
the rose's was always fresh and hopeful as a child's. 

' Mother/ says the child at her knee, ' how comes it 
that you know all our thoughts so well, and tell us 
such beautiful stories about them } Sometimes it seems 
as if I remembered them, and yet I could not tell 
them as you do.' 

'It is the rose,* answers Phemie. 'I was a child 
once, and had all these thoughts myself, only I forgot 
them when I grew up, but the rose has them treasured 
up in its heart, and that is how I can tell them. Only 
they have been there so long that they have grown 
into stories.' 

'Phemie,' said her old friends Barbara and Lotta, 
' it is quite clear you never had the gift of perpetual 
youth. Why, you are wearing yourself out, and get- 
ting wrinkles in the corners of your eyes with nursing, 
and teaching, and running, and fretting after all those 
children.' 

'/,' said Barbara, 'send all mine to a school where 
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they are taught on a new system, all laid down in 
rules, one hundred and eighty I think there are, — a 
very admirable system ; that leaves me time to attend 
to the cultivation of my mind. It is that which keeps 
me so young, you see.' 

'And I,' said Lotta, who had never married at all, 
'am very glad I have no children. Why, I should 
soon lose my good looks if I had. I am not so young 
as I once was, perhaps, but every one says my bloom 
is wonderful ; and I think myself, it looks more natural 
than life.' 

Phemie looked at her friends. Barbara was very 
intellectual, there was no doubt about it ; her eyes 
absolutely glared with intellect, and that is a sure sign 
of it. Lotta, too, was excessively blooming'; so much 
so that, like a wax doll, it was dangerous for her to 
go too near the fire or stand in the sun. In the face 
of these triumphant facts Phemie had not a word to 
say, and could only kiss her last baby, whose cheeks 
had never known the beautifying contact of liquefied 
lily leaves. 

But Phemie had not yet come to the end of her 
rose's fairy powers. For now she herself was an old 
grandmother sitting in the chimney-comer with her 
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knitting, and knew what it was not to be able to hear 
the birds sing, or to go hunting for primroses in 
the woods. But the rose, the beautiful rose, which 
was the only thing about Phemie that was unwithered 
now, made up for it by giving her out of its large 
heart such beautiful dreams, that the children thought 
it worth while having a granny who dreamt such 
dreams — it was as good as a fairy godmother. 

'Look, Granny,' said the last born rosy grandchild, 
'here are the largest and loveliest primroses in the 
wood ; they grew under a tree where two dear little 
birds have their nest, and are singing all day long. 
Wouldn't you like to hear them, Granny?' 

'I dreamt,' said Granny, 'of a beautiful place — far 
larger and lovelier than any of the woods about Corner- 
town — ^where the flowers are like lilies and roses, and 
the birds that fly about are beautiful little child-angels 
that sing stories all day long.' 

' Was that when you were young i ' asked the grand- 
child wonderingly. 

' Not when I was young,' said Granny, ' that is when 
I sAall be young.' 

' Granny,' said the eldest boy, ' I fought with Rode- 
rick in the market-place to-day, and gave him a black 
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eye ; then I went to find new plants for your garden, 
but I could not find one good one, they were all 
torn and blemished, and the prettiest of all had a 
worm in it* 

' Ah/ said Granny, ' I dreamt the other day of a large 
and beautiful city, with a market-place ten times bigger 
than ours.. There were numbers of people walking in 
it, and each carried a new plant in his hand, and some 
one told me it was called the Peace-flower. Do you 
know where that plant grows, grandson } It never has 
a worm in it' 

' Granny,' said Phemie the third, who was the eldest 
of the group of grandchildren, one day, ' do you never 
wish to be young.?' 

*I am young,' said Granny, smiling. 'Look at my 
Rose.' 

Phemie looked wistful. 

'But, Granny, shouldn't you like to be able to 
dance and sing like all of us, and hear the music in 
|;he big church, which you cannot get to } * 

'No,' said Granny; 'because, when I had a baby, 
I no longer wished for a ^dolL Besides, my dear, my 
Rose's heart is young, and always will be, whatever 
becomes of me.' 
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In the meantime Barbara and Lotta had long de- 
parted this life. Barbara's intellect had grown so 
powerful, owing to the frequent use of her aromatic 
nut, that, like a wild beast, it had torn her body to 
pieces; while, as to Lotta, she had beautified herself 
to such a degree, that one morning she * had been 
found in bed with her face all on one side; and as 
no lady who wanted to be young and beautiful for 
ever could in decency live with jl face all on one side, 
Lotta had accordingly given up the ghost Phemie 
was grieved for her friends, but did not much wonder 
at the fate which had befallen them. 

'There shall be a beautiful dream to-morrow,' said 
Granny one evening, 'because it will be my birthday, 
and we shall have pancakes for supper,' — at which 
there was a general jubilee. And the next morning 
Phemie the third went softly up to Granny's bed, 
that she might awaken her with a bunch of dewy 
cowslips laid on- her pillow. And Granny had dreamt 
a beautiful dream — such a beautiful dream, that it had 
left a smile like a sunbeam on her lips, such a beautiful 
dream that from it she awoke no more. 

And the rose of perpetual youth, with its childlike 
heart, and its spirit of love and faith } It still blooms 
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somewhere in the world ; only I am afraid that, power- 
ful though it is, it cannot keep us from wrinkles and 
grey hairs ; for that we must be content to wait till 
we have all dreamt Granny's beautiful dream. 

It was evening in the Red Forest The setting sun 
was tinging the copper beeches with crimson, and the 
Fairy Rubinetta sat drinking her tea, with the blue 
cat and the yellow dog. 

*So that's done with,* said she; 'and now I may 
rest my old bones in peace.' 

'And much good you have done,* said the Wizard 
Katchookatchkan, emerging from behind a copper beech. 

'Well,* said the Fairy, 'that depends upon whether 
people make a good use of their Fairy Gifts or not 
Some do.* 

'And more don't,* said the Wizard. 

'At all events,' said the Fairy with great spirit, 'I 
have done the Queen*s bidding. Sir Katchookatchkan, 
and it*s no affair of ours how it turns out* 

' Well, that*s one way of benefiting the human race,' 
sneered the Wizard, 'not caring how it turns out* 

' By your leave. Sir Katchookatchkan,* said the Fairy, 
' I have done with the human race for the present, and 
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mean to leave them to themselves. Don't think, how- 
ever, that you will ever be able to influence any one 
who carries one of my Fairy Gifts in his bosom. 
Fairies are not what they were in the good old times, 
but they beat Wizards and Witches with their serpents 
and potions any day.* And the Fairy retired into her 
hut and shut the door. 

It will not be of the slightest use for you to go 
and hunt for the Red Forest and its inhabitants. It 
is at the very end of the world, and the Fairy can 
make it invisible whenever she chooses — which is 
always. One thing, however, I can tell you for your 
consolation, which is, that the Fairy Rubinetta, like 
the old woman of immortal memory who 

' lived under a hill, 
If she's not gone, is living there stilL' 

And there she may stay ! 
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AFLOAT AMD ON ShOIUI DOBINO TBI AmXBIGAN WaB OF In- 

DEPEDNENOB. IlluBtrated by R. HurruLA. Imperial 16mo, 

price 6s, ; or beyelled boaixls, gilt edges, 78. 6cL 

" The ttorj nerer flafs for. want . of inoidtnt. It treada on what it new 
ground for worke of thie sort/'— rtme«. 

The Three Ifidehipmen. New Edition. With 24 Page Blnstra- 
tions. Imperial 16mo, price 6s. 

" It will be strange indeed if boys are not stirred almost to enthtigiasm 
by tiie daring and doings of the three heroes.**— A>ofam<m. 

The Heroic Wife; or, The Aoventubes of a Familt on the 
Amazon. With Illustrations. Small 8yo, price Is. 6d, 



Fiery Otom (The) ; or. The Vow of Montbose. By Babbaba 
HuTTON, Author of ^* Castles and their Heroes," ** Tales of the 
White Cockade,** &o. niuatrations by John. Lawion. Post 
8yo, price is, 6d, ; gilt edges, 5j. 
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Palry Qifta; or, a Wallbt of Wondbbs. By Kathlbbn Enox^ 
Author of "Father Time's Story Book,* &o. Illustrated by K. 
GsBENAwAT. Super-royal 16mo, price 2*. 6rf. ; coloured, gilt 
edgQs, d«. 6dL 

Ice Maiden (The) ; and other Stories. By Hanb Chbistian Andbh- 
sxs. Translated from the Danish by Mrs. Bushby, and 
dedicated by permission to the Princess of Waxab. Thirty- 
nine Illustrations by Zwbckeb. New Edition. Small 4to, gilt 
edges, price 6«. 

Seaside Home (The); aistd the Smugolbb's Gave. By BmiiA 
Marbtat Nobbis. Author of « Snowed Up,** &c. Illustrations 
by E. N. DowNABD. Super-royal 16mo, price 28, 6rf.; coloured 
gilt edges, df . Sd. 

Among the Brigande; and other Tales of Adyenture. By C. E. 
BowEN, Author of " (h-andmamma's Relics," <&c. Illustrated 
by T. H. Collins. Small Fcap. 8vo. Price la. Sd, 

element's Trial and Victory; or. Sowing and Reaping. By the 

Author of "Little Lisette, the Orphan of Alsace," "Adyen- 
tures of Kwei," Ac. Small Post 8vo, price 8*. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4». 

Female Christian Names, and theib Teachings. A Gift Book for 
Girls. By Mabt E. Bbomfield. Beautifully Printed on 
Toned Paper. Imperial 82mo, price Is, 6d, gilt edges. 

J^ohnny Miller; or, Tbuth and Pebseyebanoe. By Fbuz Weiss, 
Author of the ^ Crossing Sweeper." Frontispiece. Price Is, 



THE FIRST TREATY WITH ASHANTEE. 

from Cape Coast Castle to Ashantee. With a Db- 

soBipnyE Account of that Kingdom. By the late T. Ed- 

WABD Bowdioh, Esq. New Edition, with preface by his 

daughter, Mrs. Halb. With map of the route to Coomassie. 

Post 8vo. Price 6«. 

" A most trastworthy and araphio account of the manners, language, 
customs, and goTermnent of the Kingdom of Ashantee, and of the Qold 
Coast generally." — Standard. 

** To any one who wishes to obtain an accurate knowledge of the power of 
the Ashantees, and their historical relations with our settlements at Cape 
Coast Castle, and that of the Dutch at XTlmina, it is inyaluable."— 
Ouartfian. 



6 HEW AMD POPULAR WORKS 



Jota of Aro Airo the Tikbs ov Chablw thx BwrmmiL By Mrs. 
Bbat, Author of ** Life of Stothard,'* etc. Poet 8vo, price 7«. 6d, 




nography. 

** "So other book that we know gires this interestmg period of Frendi 
hitUrrf in §o readable a form. — OuardUm, 

** Hoaders will rise from its perusal, not only with increased infonno- 
tion. but with sympathies awakened and eleyated.'*— Time*. 

The Good St Lonii and Hli Times. Bj Mrs. Bbat. With 
Portrait. Post 8vo, price 7*. Sd, 

** Mrs. Bray has ftimidied a Talnable and interesting record of Lovis' 
reign. **^8p^etator. 

"We hare here the history of one of the most saintlj. and yet moet 
secnlarly interesting, of medisBTal kings admiiablyjroppUed m these pages." 
—The Timet. 

Home Llfb In the HighlaTidn. By Lilub Gbaekb. With Blns- 
tratioDS by 0. D. Mdbeit. Post Svo, price bt, 

^ A charming book ; the real highland atmosphere breathes tbrons^* 
out ; the descriptions hare all the raTect of being taken from the life/'— 
AthmeBum. 

" Not only children, but grown-np people may read it with interest"— 
Becitman. 

Isabel's Diffionlties; or, Light on thb Dailt Path. By M. R. 
Cabet, Antbor of << The Old Uncle's Home." With Illustra- 
tions by Amolon. Small Sro, price 8«. 6<f., gilt edges, 4«. 

*< Most of the characters are well drawn and sustained. The writer has 
considerable power of description/'— Qtf««'>' 

Children of the Olden Time. By Mrs. Hsimr Maokabicbss, 
Author of << A Trap to Oatch a Sunbeam." With Preface by 
J. R. Planohs. 27 Illustrations. Imperial 16mo, price 2s. 6d 

** Fresh and ftill of useful knowledge—these records of our ancestors when 
they were boys and girls will afford much pleasure/'— ^r^ Journal. 

Feathers and Fairies; or, Btoribs vbom thb Rbalus of Fakct. 
By the Hon. Augusta Bbthbll^ Author of *' Echoes of an Old 
Bell,'^ <<Millicent and Her Cousins,'' etc. With Illustrations. 
Super Royal 16mOy price 8s. 6<f. ; coloured, gilt edges, is. 6dL 

"The oldest and best writers for children might be proud to claim 
some of these stories."— ^r^ Journal. 

** Some of the legends about birds are charmingly told."— JfonM/jf 
Packet. 

Ohildren of the Parsonage* By the Author of ** Qerty and May," 

etc. With Illustrations by Kate Gbeenawat. Super Royal 

16mo, price 2s. 6d, ; coloured, gilt edges, 8s. 6d, 

"The most delightful book, Intensely natural and true to lift."— 
Literary Churchman. 
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Sagaa from the Ear East, or Kaimouk and Mokgolun TalbSi 
With Historical Preface and Explanatory Notes by the Author 
of " Patranas," etc. Post Svo, price 9s. 

** The mere lover of good stories, and the historical and ethnological 
aiqairer will be equally pleased witn the wonderfbl narratiyes."— iTat^ 
Ifetot. 

A Joamey to the Centre of the Earth. From the French of 
Jules Ybrnb. With 52 page Qlustrations by Riou. New 
Edition. Post 8to, price Ss, 

** A perfect treasare-honae of adyentnies."— uir^ Journal, 

** The startiing story is bold, with a captivating air of reality, and the Ulos- 

trations by Biou enter thoroughly into the spirit of the text."^— Daily 

Telegraph. 

The Modem Sphinx. A Collection of Enigmas, Chabades, Rebuses, 

DouBLB AND Tbiplb Acbostics, Anaosahs, Looogriphs, 

Metaobams, Yebbal Puzzles, Conundrums, etc. Foap. 8to, 

price Bs. 6d.; gilt edges, 4«. 

« A chazmhig book for the long winter nights. It inelttdes all the best 
and exclude* all that offends." — Bookseller, 

Swift and Sure, or, Thb Cabeeb of Two Bbothebs. By Alfbed 
Elwbs, Author of ^'Patd Blake," etc. With Dlnstrations 
by John Lawson. Post 8vo, price 5s. ; gilt edges, 5s. 6d, 

** A clever, well'^written book." — Britieh Quarterly, 

" The story is imbued with a fine healthy, moral tone.*'— Dat7y Beview, 

Snowed Up ; or, The Hut in thb Fobbst. By Emilia Mabbtat 
NoKRiB. With lUustrations by D. H. Fbiston. Super Royal 
16mo, price 2s. 6d ; colonred, gilt edges, 3s. 6d, 
** Children will read the story with breathless intent."— 7%6 Queen. 

Christian Elliott; or, Mbs. Danvbb's Pbizb. By T. H. Cohtn. 

With niastrations. Fcap. 8vo, price Is. 6cL 

** Full of quiet and tender feeling."— 2>ai^ Seview. 
" A useful story."— ifof»tA/y Packet. 

The ninstrated Paper Model Haker. Containing 12 subjects with 
practical Diagrams, for their construction. By E. LANDBLLSi 
Author of " The Boy's and Girl's Toy Maker," etc. New Edition. 
Coloured wrapper, price 2s. 

Spring Time; or, Words in Season. A Book for Girls. By 
SiDNBT Cos. Third Edition. Small Post 8to, price 4s. 
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AdTentuM of Kwd, tbe Cniinm GirL By the Amthor of << LHI1« 
Liiette," <*0Iement'8 Trial and Victory," ote. DliutratioiiB. 
Foap. 8yo, price 2#. 6i2. ; gilVedgea, 8«k 

Father Tim«'s Story Book te the little Ones. By Ejltklebh 
Knox, Author of "Fairy Qifto.'* With Blnstrations by H. W. 
PliTHBBiOK. Foap. Svo, price 2s, 6d f gilt edges, 8f. 
« Oharaiingly and impieMlyely taUL"— .ii^ Journal. 

Beixlei end BlceMme : a Verse Book for Tonng People. By T. 
Wbstwood, Author of ** The Quest of the SangeraU." Second 
Edition. Imperial 16inov price Ss. (kf. 

Gxendmemnia*! BeUoi, and hbb Stobibs abodt thek. By Mrs. 
BowBir, Author of ''Jack the Oonqueror," ** Robin's Christmas 
Eye," etc. With Illustrations. Fcap. 8yo, price U. 6d, 
"Agreeable and InstmctiTB stories."— ^r^ JoumaK 

The Yonng, Fmno-Tiienii» and thkb Adykettdbes nr tbb 

Fbakoo-Pbussiab Wab. By G. A. Hbntt, Special Oorres- 

pondent of the Standard. With Illustrations by R. T. Lakdels, 

Artist to the Illustrated London News, Second Edition. Post 

8to, price 5«. ; gilt edges, 5s. 6(1. 

**Ahonnds with fhrilling adventares and hair breadth esoapesy and 
when oDoe began wUl be eagerly read to its olotB,**—JkHlf Revievr. 

By the same Author. 

Out on the Pampas, or Thb Youira Settlers. With Illustrations 

by ZwEOXEB. Post 8vo, price 5s. ; gilt edges, 5s. 6(i 

**Jvust the book bojrs like, and they will find, as we did, that it is not 
easy to lay it down till all the young Settler's Inmbles and adTentores 
have oome to an enAJ'—OrapMe, 



Eaw to Make Bolls* Fomitore akd to Fubrish a Doll's Housb. 

With 70 Illustrations. Small 4to, price 2s. 

*<This capital little book will And delightfnl oooapation for many 
holiday hotin.**—Ifoneonf»nniH. 

ingenious ohildren will be enohanted with the work."— JTmi^A^ 



Packet. 
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The Oak Staivoaia, or Thb Stoxibs of Lobd aitd Ladt Dbsmohd : 
a Narra4;iTe of the Times of James 11. By Mabt and Gathebinb 
Lee, Authors of ** Rosamond Fane," etc. With niastrations by 
T. H. Collins. Post 8to, price U. Sd.^ gilt edges, 5«. 

''Detenres a speciaL oomxnendation. It is a charmingly life-like and 
graceful story of the days just before the Berolution."— &uar<ita«. 

By the same Author. 

Boeamond Eane, or Thb P&ibokebs of St. James. IllustrationB 

by B. DuDLBT. Second Edition, price Ss. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

** The eventful story of Oharles the First's children yery well told."— 

Household Stories ttom the Land of Hofer, or Popular Myths of 
Tirol, including the Rose Garden of King Laryn. With lUus- 
trations by T. Gbeen. Post Svo, price 5«. ; gilt edges, 5«. 6dL 

"We thank the author of 'Patranas' for another rich treat."— ^H 
Journal. 

-" A collection of diarminff legends, all of them interesting, and some of 
them exquisitely beautiful."— Mo(«ma». 

By the same Author. 

Patranas, or Spanish Stories, Leoendaxt and Traditional. 

Illustrations by Edward H. Coebould. Post 8to, price 6«.; 

gilt edges, 5«. 6d. 

^'These Patranas contain great beauty as well as much that is new and 
curious." — Literary (Jhurckman. 
** Delightfully chiTalrous, quaint and truly Spanish."— ifon^AJy Packet 
'* Told in a lovely and graphic manner."— rime«. 



Fayoorite Fables in Prose and Verse. With 24 beautiful Illus- 
trationB from Drawings by Harrison Weir. Small 4to, price 
6s.; beyelled boards, gilt edges, 7s. 6d, 

** True to the name. They are well got up, tastefully bound, and above 
all things illusteated by the graceful pencil of our old friend Harrison 
"W&xJ'—The Times. 

** The drawings are wonderfully graphic and appropriate."— 27i« Queen. 

Tzimmer's History of the Robins. Written for the Instruction of 
Children on their treatment of Animals. With 24 beautiful 
Engravings from Drawings by Harrison Weir. Price 6s. cloth 
extra; 7s. 6d, cloth elegant, gilt edges. 

** The delidous story of Didcsy, Flapsy, and Fecksy, who can have for- 
gotten it 7 It is as fresh to-day as it was half a century eLgo.**—Art Journal. 

** The illustrations by Harrison Weir will tend to raise it even higher in 
the estimation of others besides the inmates of the nursery."— 17^ Timee. 
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BOOKS FOR EVERY CHILD. 

Bound in Elegant Coven, Royal ita, price 8«. Sd, each plain ; 7s, 6d, 
coloured; 10«. 6dL mounted on cloth and coloured. 

The AttraotiTe Fiotiure Book. A New Gift Book from the Old 
Corner, containing nomeroiu IlltistrationB by eminent Artists. 
Super Royal 4to. 

The Fayonrite Fiotnre Book. A Gallery of Delights, designed for 
the Amusement and Instruction of the Young. With several 
Hundred Illustrations from Drawings by J. Absolon, H. K. 
Browne (Phiz), J. Gilbbbt, T. Ljjidseeb, J. Leech, J. S. 
Pbodt, H. Wbib, &c. 



WORKS BY JOHN TIMBS, F.8.A- 

HotabfUa, or Cubioub and Amusing Facts about Many Thinos. 

Explained and Illustrated by John Tucbs, F.S.A. Post 8yo, 

price 6«. 

** There is a world of wisdom in this booV-^erery pace tells of sometbing 
that readers and thinkers will desire to know."r-^rt Journal. 

Ancestral Stories and Traditions of Great Families* lUustratiye 

of English History. With Frontispiece. Post 8yo, price 7s. 6d 

** An interesting and well written booji of many carious legends and his- 
torioal fa4StB.**—LUerary Churchman. 

Nooks and Oomen of English life. Past and Present. With 

Illustrations. Second Edition. Post 8to, price 6s, ; gilt edges, 

es.6d, 

*' A book which ought to And place in one of the nooks and 'comers ' of 
every library."— TA* JReliquary. 

Strange Stories of the Animal World. A Book of Curious Con- 
tributions to Natural History. Illustrations by Zwxckeb. 
Second Edition. Post Svo, gilt edges, price 6«. 

'* Among all the books <tf the season that will be studied with pnrflt and 
pleasure, there is not one more meritorious in aim, or more sucoessftil in 
execution."— .ilAemmMn. 
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Six Shillings eachy cloth elegant, with Illustrations, 

FavQnrite Fables in Prose and Vexse. With 24 beautiful 
Illustrations from Drawings by Hasrison Wbib. Printed on 
Toned Paper. Small 4to (bevelled boards, gilt edges, Is. %d.) 

History of the Bobins. By Mrs. Tbimmeb, Written for the 
instruction of Children on their treatment of animals. 
With 24 beautiful Engravings from Drawings by Habbison 
Wbib. Small 4to (bevelled boards, gilt edges. Is. 6(f.) 

Kingston's (W.H.G.) Three lieutenants; ob Naval Life nr th* 
NiNTEENTH Centubt. BlustrationB by Fbibton. 

• Hnrrioane Hnrry^ or The AnvEirruBES op a 

Naval Offigeb Dusmo the Amebioan Wab of Iin)EPENDENGE. 
XUustrations. 



■ Three Mtdshipmen (The). New Edition, with 

24 Illustrations by G. Thomas, Pobtoh, etc. 

Itee Maiden akd ottheb Stobies. By Hans GHRisnAif Ain)EBSEN. 
39 Illustrations by Zweckeb. (Gilt edges.) 

Jcfumey to the Centre of the Earth. From the French of 
Jules Yebne. Author of ** Five Weeks in a Balloon/' etc. 
With 53 Illustrations. Crown 8vo* 

Memorable Battles in English History; Whebe Fouoht, wht 
Fought, and theib Results. With Lives of the Com- 
manders. By W. H. Davenfobt Adams. Post 8vo. 

** Of the care and honesty of the anthoT's labour the book gives abxmidani 
proof." — AtfiencBum. 

Strange Stories of the Animal World. By John Times. 



Five ShUKngs eachj SmaU Post ^vo, cloth elegant; 

bs. Sd,j gilt edges, with Illustrations by Zwecker, Corbouldj 

Lawsan, Friolo, and other eminent Artists, 

Adventures of &ans Sterk, The South Afbican Hunteb and 

Pioneeb. By Colonel Dbatson, Author of " Tales of the 

Outspan,*' "< The Gentleman Cadet,"* etc. 

** From first to last, it is ftill of life and variety, and mil also give boys 
some knowledge of the people of South AMca and their mode of life.''-i- 
Nonconj ormiat. 
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HtuAf Stert in lAtb (Thb), By Emiua Maxbtat Nobru. 

** Hn. Korrif bM wfaWinhM her own flone, and her patenufyis tUmAj 
piored bf tbt * nMk in ftoiy telling iba inneiitB from ber uther.' " — 
Aft Jomrmal. 

Oenld and Barry, or Thb Bots nr thb North. Bj Emilia 
Mabbtat Nobbu. 

Heroes of the Oroiadee. B7 Babbaba Hurroir. Post Sve. 

"Th« most romantic hiatogy of the M iddlo A^— , drilftillY namted fortlift 
delight and int trndlon of the j onng/*— SH4mA Quarterly. 

Home LUb in the Hlghlande. By Liuah Gbaexb. 

Homehold 8toiiei tram the land of Hofer, or, Fopulab Mtths 

OF TiBOL, nVCLUDIVO THB ROSB GaBDBN OF KlVO LaBTH. 

John Deane of Kottlngham, Hu Adtbntubbs and Exploits : 
a Tale of the Times of William of Orange and Queen Anne. 
By W. H. G. KiKOSTOK. 

** Fall of ezdting adrentiiTeey 'capitally tQ!ld.**^LiUraiiy Churekmam» 

Ont on the Pampas^ or Thb Toviro Sbttlkbs. By G. A. Hbntt, 

Author of ** The Young Franc Tlreurs/' etc. 

P^tranas, or Spanish Btobibs, Leoendart and Tbaditional. 
By the Author of ** Household Stories." 

Swift and Sue, or Thb Cabebb of Two Brothebs. By Alfbed 
Elwbs. 

Tales of the Saracens. By Babbaba Hutton. 
Tales of the White Cockade. By Babbaba Hutton. 

** A mo0t pleasant and well written narratire of the Stnarts in their 

exile."— 7V»i««. , .. « ^ J » ^ 

*' ▲ hietory as romantio as any navel.'*— Saturday Bevi«w. 

The Gentleman Cadet : His Cabeeb and Adyentdbbs at the Rotal 
Academy, Woolwich. By Libut.-Colonbl Dbatbon, R.S., 
F.R.A.S. 

Tonng Franc Tirenxs (The), and theib adtentttbbs dubino the 
Fbanco^Pbussian War. Second Edition, By G. A. Hbntt, 
Special Correspondent of the Standard, 
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Feap. Svo, with Illustrations^ price Five Shillings, gilt 

edges, 

Dalton's (W.) Lost in Ceylon; the AdveDtureB in the Woods and 
Wilds of the Lion King of Kandy. 

Elwes' (A.) Fxank and Andrea, or Fobbst Lifb in Sabdhoa. 

„ Ony BivexB, or A Bot's Stbugglbb in thb Gbeat Wobld. 

„ Luke Aahleigh, or School Lieb in Holland. 

„ Fanl Blake, or A Bot'b Pebils in Gobsioa and Montb 
Gbibto. 

Kingston's (W. H. G.) Tme Bine, or, The Life and Adyentttbes 
of a Bbttibh Seaman of the Old School. 

„ Wm Weatherhelm, or. The Yabn of an Old Sailob 
about his Eablt Life. 

Neptune's Heroes, or The Sea Kings of England, fbom Hawkins 
TO Fbankun. By W. H. Davenpobt Adams. 

** We trust Old England may erer have writers as ready and able to inters 
pret to her children the noble lives of her greatest m&D..**—AthenaBum, 



tmm Gape Coast Castle to Ashantee. By the late T. E. 
BowDiCH, Esq. New edition, with map of the route to 
Goommassie. Price 58, 

Little Gipsy (The). By Eiie Sauyagb. Translated by Anna 
Blaokwell. Profosely illustrated by Ebnest Fbouch. Small 
4to, price 5«. ; extra cloth, gilt edges, Ss. 

Merry Songs for Little Voices. Words by Mrp. Bbodebip. Music 
by Thomas Mubbt. With 40 Illustrations. Fcap. 4to, price 5«. 

Stories from the Old and New Testaments. By the Rer. B. H. 
Dbapeb. With 48 Engravings. Fifth edition, price 5«. 



Four Shillings and Sixpence each. Small Post Svo, 
cloth elegant, with Illustrations ; or with gilt edges, 5s. 

Alda Graham; and her Brother FhUlip. By Emilia Mabbtat 

NOBBIS. 

Book of Cats (ThcO : a Chit-chat Chronicle of Feline Facts and 
Fancies. By Chablbs H. Ross. 
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Oaflinir, the Little Exile. By Garolinb Fbaqhbt. 

Catilef, and their Heroes. By Barbaba HcTroir. 

The Fiery Croti, ob trb vow of Montrobb. By Bahbaba Httttoit. 
IlluBtrationB by J. Lawson. 

Ubdem Britiih Flntaroh (The), or Litbs ov Mbx distinottishbd 

IN THB BBGBNT HiBTOBT OF OUB GOUNTBY FOB THBTB TALEim, 
ViBTUES, AND AGmEYBMXNTS. By W. 0. TATIX)B, LL.D. 

Oak StaircMe (The), or Thb Stobus of Lobd akd Ladt Dbsiiiond. 
By M. A 0. Leb, Authors of " RoBamond Fane/' etc. 

Theodora: a Tale for Girls. By Emilia Mabbtat Nobbis. 



T^ree Shillings and Swcpeme plain ; or coloured plates and 

gilt idges, Four Shillings and Sixpence, Super Royal 

16m(7, cloth elegant^ with Illustrations by Harrison Weir^ 

Phiz, Pinwetl, Tom Hood, Keyl, etc. 

Aunt Jenny*B Amerioan Pets. By Cathebinb G. Hofley. Author 
of *'Lif6 in the South," etc. Small Post 8vo. 

'* Miss Hopley writes lightly sad brightly, and knoirs how to make 
knowledge intcretting."— 2limtf«. 

" Fuli of aoeodotes relatingto American birds. A good deal is told of 
life in the Southern States. The book will instruct while it amttHes."" 
Tabltt. 

Blind ]fan*8 Holiday, or Shobt Tales fob the Nubsebt. By 
the Author of <*Mia and Gharlie." 

Bxoderip (Mrs.) Oroispatch, the Oricket, and the Counterpane! 

a Patchwork of Story and Song. 

„ My Grandmother's Budget of Stoboes and Vebbes. 

„ Tales of the Toys. Told bt Themsklvjcs. 

„ Tiny Tadpole, and othbb Tales. 

Oousin Trix, and hbb Weloomb Tales. By Gboboiana Cbaik . 

Cosmorama: thb Mannbbs Ain> Customs of all Nations of tbb 
WoBLD debobibbd. By J. Abpin. 

Distant Homes, or Thb Gbaham Familt in New Zealand. By 
Mrs. I. E. Atlmbb. 

Ea^ly Days of English Princes. By Mrs. Russell Gbay. New 
and enlarged edition. 

Echoes of an 014 BeU^ and otbxb Talbs ov Faiby Lobb. By 
the Hon. Auoubta Bbthsll. 
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Facts to Oorrect FanoieB^ or Short Narrauvbs of RRMARgABLK 
Women. 

Faggots for the Fireside, or Talbs of Fact Ain> Fanot. By 
Pbtbr Parley. 

Fairy Land, or Recreation for the Rising Generation, in Prose 
and Verse. By Thomas and Jane Hood. Illustrated by* T. 
Hood, Jun. Second edition. 

** These Tales are charming. Before it goes into the Nursery, we recom- 
mend all grown-up people should study * Fairy Land.' **— Blackwood 

Feathers and Fairies, or Stories from the Realms of Fancy. 
By the Hon. Auqusta Bethell. 

Garden (The), or Frederick's Monthly Instruction for the 
Management and Formation of a Flower Garden. With 
Illustrations by Sowerby. 6«. coloured. 

Granny's Wonderful Chair, and its Tales of Fairy Times. By 
Frances Browne. 

Haooo the Bwaxf, or The Tower on the Mountain, and other 
Tales. By Lady Lushington. 

" Enthusiasm is not our usual fashion, but the excellence of these stories 
is so greatly above the average of most clever tale.*; for the play-room, that 
we are tempted to rewalrd the author with admiration.*' — AthenoBUtn, 

Happy Home (The), or The Children at the Red House. By 
Lady Lushinoton. Second Edition. 

Helen in Switzerland. By the Hon. Augusta Bethell. 

Holidays among the Monntaind, or Scenes and Stories of Wales. 
By M. Betham Edwards. 

Lightsome and the Little Golden Lady. Written and Illustrated 
by 0. H. Bennett. Twenty-four Engravings. Fcap. 4to. 

" The work of a man who is sure to put some touch of a peculiar geniua 
into whatever he does."— Pa// Mall Gazette. 

' Nursery Times, or Stories about the LriTLR Ones. By an Old 
Nurse. 

Flay Boom Stories, or How to mare Peace. By Gborgl/lna M. 

Craik. 
Peep at the Pixies (A), or Legends of the West. By Mrs. Bray. 
Soenes and Stories of the Rhine. By M. Betham Edwards. 
Stories of Edward, and his Littlb Friends. 

Tales of Magic and Meaning. Written and Illustrated by Alfred 
Crowquill. 

Visits to Beechwood Farm. By Catharine Cowpbr. 
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Three Shillings and Sixpence plain, in cloth elegant, or 
with giU edges, price ^s., with lUustrations by eminent 

Artists. 

Afanaiia't OMtIa, or Mt Eiblt Iiifb nr Indll akd Enoland. B7 

LaDT LUBBOrOTON. 

*' The AntboTMw hai a ray graphic pen, and brinn before our eyeeyWith 
■iTigtilar yiTidneeey the loaalitiee ajod modee of life she aims to describe/' — 
Lfmdon Review. 

Glement*! Trial and Victory, or Sowing and Rkapiho. By the 

Author of *' Little Lisette," Ac. 

Iwbel's DifBoaltiea, or Lioht on the Daily Path. By M. R. Cabxt. 

Xiiigitoii*8 (W.H.G.) Fred Markham in Bnaiia, or, Thb Bot 
Traybllbu m thb Land of the Czab. 

„ Manoo fhe PelraYiaii Ohiet 

„ Mark Beaworih; a Tale of the Indian Ocean. 

„ Peter fhe Whaler; bis Eablt Life and Adventcrbs 
IN THE ABcno Rboionb. 

„ Bait Water, or Nbil D'Abot's Sea Life and Advbntdbeb. 

** There ie about all Mr. Kingston's tales a spirit of hopeftilness, honesty, 
and cheery good principle, which makes them most wholesome, as wdi 
as most interesting reading."— J?ra. 

** With the exception of Oapt. ICarryat, we know of no English author 
who will compare witii Mr. jCingston as a writer of books of nautical 
adyenture."— ///tt«^af«(t Nevo», 

Kit Bam, the Britiah Sinhad, or The Yabns of an Ou> Mabineb. 
By Mabt Oowden Clabkb. Fcap. 870. 

Lee (Mil.) Anecdotea of the Habita and InatinotB of Animala. 

Fourth Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 

„ Aneodotea of the Habita and Inaticnta of Birda, Beptilea, 
and Fiahea. Second Edition. 

" Mrs. Lee^s authorities— to name only one, Professor Owen— are for the 
most part, first-rate.— ^^A^nceum. 

„ Adventnrea in Australia, or The Wandbbinob of Captain 
Spencer in the Bush and the Wildb. Third Edition. 

„ The AfUcan Wanderers, or The Wandbbinob of Cablos 
AND Antonio; embracing interesting DescriptionB of 
the Manners and Customs of the Western Tribes, 
and the Natural Productions of the Country. Fifth 
Edition. Fcap. Sto. 

My School Days in Paris. By Maboabet S. Jeune. With 

niustrations. Small Post 8yo. 

** We can record our rery high appreciation of this narratiTe. Girls wiU 
read it with interest, and heads of girls' schools study it with profit."— 
IMtrory Ohwohman, 

Meadow Lea, or The Gipst Ohildbbn. Fcap. 8to. 
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IQllioent and Her Ooiudiis. By the Hon. Augusta Bbthell. 

Author of "Helen in Switzerland,'' etc. Second Edition. 

" A capital book for girls. Bright, sparUin^, and full of life, yet neyer 
transgressing limits of good taste and probabih^."— TAe Ouaraian. 

Oar Old Uncle's Home; and what thb Hots did thebb. By 
Mother Gabbt. With Illustrations by Walter Cbanb. 

" The stoiy will tend to make both old and young more tolerant of each 
other's pecuuaiities."— ji^AefMSUffi. 

Bosamond Fane, or the Pbisonebs of St. James. By Mabt and 
Cathebine Lee. Authors of *' Lucy's Campaign," " The Oak 
Staircase." Second Edition. 

The Triumphs of Steam, or Stobies fbom the Lives ot Watt, 
Abkwbiqht, and Stephenson. Fourth Edition. 

The Whispers of a- Shell, or Stobies of the Sea. By Fbangbs 
Fbbelino Bbodebip. 

Wild Boses, or Simple Stobies of Countby Life. By Fbangbs 
Fbeeuno Bbodebip. 

Young Governess (The). By the Author of ** Gerty and May." 



ITiree ShUUngs and Sixpence each. 

Bible ninstrations, or A Descbiption of Mannebs and Customs 
PBCTDLIAB to THB East. By the Rev. B. H. Dbapbb. Fourth 
Edition. Revised by Dr. ^tto. 

British History Briefly Told (The), and a desobiption of the 
Ancient Customs, Spobts, and Pastimbs of the English. 

Clara Hope, or The Blade and thb Eab. By Miss Milneb. 
Frontispiece by Bibkbt Fosteb. 

Dissectioiis for Yonng Ohildren. Li a Neat Box. Price Ss, 6d, 
each. 



1. Joseph and Moses. 

2. Cub Savioub. 



3. Mothbb Hubbabd. 

4. Cook Robin. 



Four Seasons (The) ; A Short Account of the Structure of Plants, 

being Four Lectures written for the Working Men's Institute, 

Paris. With Illustrations. Imperial I6mo. 

" Distingniished by extreme deamess and teems with information of a 
useftil and popular character." — Gtuirdian. 

Family Bible Newly Opened (The) ; with Unolb Goodwin's 
Accx)UNT of it. By Jbfpbbys Tatlob. Fcap. 8vo. 

** A very good account of the Sacred Writings, adapted to the tastes^ 
feelings, andintelligenoe of young people.'*— J?<2iM;a^iofia< Times. 
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Three Shillmge and Sixpence plain ; Five Shillings coloured. 

Bear King (The) : a Narrative confided to the Marines by Jambs 

Greenwood. With lUostrationB by Erkbbt G&isbt. Small 4to. 

** More than amusing."— filtUwrdoy Review. 

** Ably Bupport«d by Ghrfset't drawings."— ^A^fUBum. 



I 



GUmpeee of Nature, and Objectb of Xntebest desckzbbd dubino * 
A Visit to thb Isle or Wight. By Mrs. Loudon. Forty- 
one lilastrations. ' 

Hiitory of the Bobina (The). By Mrs. Tkimmbb. In Words of 
One Syllable. Edited by the Rev. Chablbb Swetb, M.A. 
Super-royal 16mo. 

Historioal Acting Oharadea, or Ahusebcents fob Winter Eveninos. 
By the Author of <' Cat and Dog/' etc. New Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 
'* A rare book for Ghristmas parties, and of practioalTaloe."— //Jiw^a^ed 
Jfeufs. 

How to be Happy, or Fairt Gifts. 

Infimt AmwaftTiMmfai, or How to make a Nubsbbt Happt. With 
Practical Hints on the Moral and Physical Training of Children. 
By W. H. G. KiNOflTON. Post 8vo. 

"We urge parentamost stronglv to obtain this book forthwith ; we know 
of no book that can compare with it in jiractical ralue. Each Cslastzk 
18 woETH TBB PEiCB OF THB BOOK.**— OuT Ovm Flretide. , 

Liz2de*i Secret A Stort for Little Children. Written and 
Illustrated by Adelaide A. Maouire. 

"Told in a bewitchingly simple and straightforward manner."— .^irt i 
Journal. 

Letters f^xsm Sarawak, addressed to a Child, embracing an 
Account of the Manners, Customs, and Religion of the In- 
habitants of Borneo. By Mrs. M'Douoall. 

The Mine, or Subterranean Wonders. An Account of the Opera- 
tions of tbe Miner and the Products of his Labours. 

BHgfat not Bight, or Stories of the Disooybrt and Conquest 
OF America. 

Modem Sphinx (The). A Collection of Enigmas, Charades, 
Acrostics, Anagrams, Verbal Puzzles, Conundrums, &q. 

Our Eaetem Empire, or Stories from the History of Britisb 
India. Second Edition. 

Sunbeam: a Fairy Tale. By Mrs. Pietzkee. 
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Buzz a Buzz, or Thb Bebs, from the German of Wiluam BueoH. 
By the Author of « My Bee Book." With 136 Illustrations. 

Familiar Natural History. With 42 Illustrations by Harrison 
Weir. 

*0* Also, in Two Vols., entitled "British Animals and Birds," 
^* Foreign Animals and Birds."* 2«. each, plain ; 2«. 6d, coloured. 

Little Child's Fable Book (The). Arranged progressively in words 
of One, Two, and Three Syllables. Sixteen Page Illustrations 
by Georoina Bowers. Small 4to. 

Old Nurse's' Book of Rhymes, Jingles, and Ditties. Illustrated 
by C. H. Bennett. Ninety EngraTings. Feap. 4to. 



Three Shillings plain] Four ShilUngs <mi Sixpence 

coloured^ gilt edges. 

Fun and Earnest, or Rhthbs with Reason. By D'Argt W. 
Thompson. Illustrated by Charles Bennett. Imperial 16mo. 

Mamma's Morning CkMsips, or Little Brrs fob Littlb Birds. 
Being Easy Lessons for One Month in Words of One Syllable, 
and a Story to read for each Week. With 50 Illustrations. 



Price Three Shillings^ or with gilt edges, Three Shillings 

and Sixpence, 

Our Soldiers, or Anecdotes op the Gahpaions and Gallant 
Deeds of the Brttish Army durinq the Reion of Her 
Majesty Queen Victorla. By W. H. G. Kingston. With 
Frontispiece. Third Edition. With an account of the Abyssinian 
Expedition. Fcap. 8vo. 

Our Sailors, or Anecdotes of the Engaoeuents aitd Gallant 
Deeds of the British Navy. With Frontispiece. Third 
Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 

" These 7011111168 abundantly prove that both our officers and men in the 
Army and Mavy have been found as ready as ever to dare and to do as 
was dared and done of yore, when led by a Nelson or a Wellington.'* 

Lucy's Campaign: a Story of Adventure. By Mary and 
Catherine Lee. Fcap. 8vo. 

Pictures of Girl Life. By Catherine Augusta Howell. Fcap. 8vo. 
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Fniiti of Enterpriie, xzhibitbd m thb Tratbu of Bblssohi dt 
•EoTFT AND Nubia. Fourteonth Edition. With Six Engrayings 
hj Bdukst Fostkb. Price St. 



Two Shillings and Sixpence plain, or Three Shillinge and 
Sixpence coloured and gilt edges, Super Royal l%mo, doth 
elegant, mih Illustrations by Crane, Absolon, Ehves, Phiz, 

Weir, Keyl, and others. 

Adyentnm and Ezperlenoef of Biddy DorUng and of the Fat 
Frog. Edited by Mrs. S. C. Hall. 

Alloa and Beatrioe. By Grandmamma. 

Amy's Wiah, and What Game of It: a Fairy Tale. 

Angelo, or The Puts Fobbst among thb Alps. By Gbbaldinb 

E. Jbwbbubt. Second Edition. 

*' As pretty a child'f itory as one might look for on a winter's day.'*— 
Examiner. 

Oat and Bog, or Mbmoibs of Puss and thb Captain, niostrated 
by Wbib. Ninth Edition. 

Day of a Baby Boy (The). By E. Bbbobb. Third Edition. 

DIsoontented Children (The), and how thbt wbbb Oubbd. By M. 
and E. Kibbt. Third Edition. 

D6I1 and Her Friends (The), or Mbmoibs or the Ladt Sbbaphina. 
By the Author of <' Oat and Dog."* Fifth Edition. 

Early Dawn (The), or Stobibs to Think abottt. Second Edition. 

Fairy Gifts, or ▲ Wallbt op Wondbbs. By Kathbbinb Knox, 
Author of " Father Time's Story Book,** 

Faithftil Hound (The): a Story in Verse, founded on Fact By 
Ladt Thomas. Imperial 16mo. 

Featherland, or How thb Bibds uybd at Gbbenlawn. By G. 
M. Fbnn. 

Funny Fables for little Folks. Second Edition. 

Gerty and May. Third Edition. 

" A chatminff book for ohildren. Though the story is ftill of ftin, the 
moralisneyer lost light oV*-— Literary Churokman, 

By the same Author. 

Ohildren of the Parsonage. 

Granny's Btory Box. New Edition. With 20 Engravings. 

Onr White Violet Second Edition. 
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Siiniiy Dftys, or A Month at thb Gbbat Stowe. 

The New Baby. 

Jack Frost and Betty Snow; with other Tales for Wintry Nights 
and Rainy Days. Second Edition. 

Julia Maitland, or Pbidb gobs bevobb a Fall. By M. and E. 

XxTKKTt 

Lee (Kn. B.) Flaying at Settlen, or Thb Faooot Hovsb. 

„ Twelve Stories of the Sayings and Beings of Animals, 
live Toys, or Anbgdotbs of oub Foub-lbgoed and otheb Pets. 
Keptnne: or The Aim>BiooBAPHT of a Newfoundland Dog. 

By the same Author. 
Odd Stories about Animals; told in Short and Easy Words. 

Tiny Stories for Tiny Beaders in Tiny Words. With Twelve 
lUnstrations by Weib. Fourth Edition. 

Trottie*s Story Book: True Tales in Short Words and Large 
Type. Third Edition. Eight Ulustrations by Weib. 

Tnppy, or The Autobioorafht of a Donkbt. Illustrated by 
Habribon Weib. Third Edition. 

Norris (Emilia Mazryat) A Week by Themselves. 

Adrift on the Sea, or The GHnj>BEN*s Esoafb. 

Gbildren's Flo-Nio (The), and what game of it. 

Oeoffiry's Great Fault 

Harry at SohooL Second Edition. 

Long Evenings, or Stobies fob mt LnrLB Fbdsndb. 

Seaside Home, and the Smugolebs^ Cavb. 

Snowed Up, or The Hut in the Fobest. 

Stolen Gherries, or Tell the Truth at Onob. 

What became of Tommy. 

Scripture Histories for Little Ohildren. With Sixteen Illustrations 
by John Gilbbbt. 

Contents : — The History of Joseph — History of Moses — History 
of our Saviour — The Miracles of Christ. 

Sold separately 6d, each, plain ; I9. cohured. 

Story of Jack and the Giants. With Thirty-five Illustrations by 
Riohabd Dotlb. 

** In Doyle^s drawings we haya wondorful oonoeiyfcions, which will secure 
the book a place amongst the treasnres of ooUecton, as well aa excite the 
imaginationa of ohildien." — Illustrated Timet, 
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BkKim U JqIImi and TBa PlayfiBDowi. Written by hit Uammjl. 

TtJm ttam Ofttland. Dedicated to the Tonng Kittene of Engluid. 
By an Old Tabbt. Fifth Edition. 
** A oombiiMtion of qniet hmiuNV and MMUid momV—Lmif^s Jfgwapaper, 

Talkiiig BM (The), or Thb InrtM Qtkl wbo kmsw what was 
GODio TO HAPPBN. By M. and E. EnBT. Second Edition. 

Tittle TMtle; and other Storiee for Children. By the Anthor of 
I « Little Tales for Tiny Tote," etc 



Two Shillings and Sixpence, unih IllusiraUons, doth 
elegant, or with gilt edges, Three Shillings, 

A Ohild's Inflnenoe, or Kathubbt akd hie Gbbat Uvclb. By 
I4SA LocKTEB. Fcap. Syo. 

" It shows bow great ia the power of a loWng child to inflaenoe her 
seniors."— Western Morning Newt, 

Adveiitiixei of Kwvl, the Ghineee OM. By the Anthor of << Little 
Lisette/' ''Clement's Trial and Victory/' ete. 

Bertrand Pa ChMeoUn, the Heto ef Brltteny. By Eima i» 

iknnfBCBOn. Translated by Maboabr S. Jbunb. 

*'The high tone of fieeling with which it is written makes it spedally 
Taluable as an educational book, taking education in the sense of formation 
of character. All boys will enjoy it fbr the scenes of adreatura and hero- 
ism through which it leads them."— i^t^ory Churchman. 

Comer Cottage, and Its Inmatea, or Tbubt nr Odd. By Fbabcbs 

OSBOBITB. 

Father Time's Story Book fioor the Little Oneik By Kathleeb 
Kkox. 

From Peannt to Prince, or Thb Ldtb ov Albxandeb Pbikcb 

MBNBOHiKOrF. Ffom the Russian by Madame Pzbtzkeb. 

** A charming Russian tale, tracing the steps of Menschikoff from the 
time of his being a poor lad, to his exaltation under Peter the G^reat."— 
Dailjf Review. 

William Allair, or Rubbiko awat to Sea. By Mrs. H. Wood, 
Author of *' The Ohannings," etc. 

** There is a fasdnation about Mrs. Wood*s writings from which neither 
old nor young can escape."— ^«//'« Meuengw, 

Davenport*! (Mn.) Conitance and NeUie, or Thb Lost Wilu 

„ Onr Birthdays, and How to Ixpboyb thbk. 

The Happy HoUdaya, or Bbothbbs abd SuTBBf at Homx. 

The Holiday! Abroad, or Riort at Labt. 



ft 

ff 
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Two Shillings and Sixpence each. 

Children of the Olden Time. By the Author oi <' A Trap to Catch 
a Sunbeam.*' 27 Illustrations. Imperial 16mo, 

The Boy's Own Toy Maker: a Practical Illustrated Guide to the 

useful employment of Leisure Hours. By E. Lakdells. With 

Two Hundred Cuts. Eighth Edition. Royal 16mo. 

" A new and valuable form of endless amusement." — Noneonformiat. 
"We recommend it to all who have ohildren to be instructed and 
amused."— ^conomi«^. 

The Girl's Own Toy Maker, and Book of Hbcbeation. By E. 
and A. Landbllb. Sixth Edition. With 200 Illustrations. 
" A perfect magazine of information.** — Illustrattd News of the World. 

Black and White Picture Book; a Collection of Amusing and 
Comical Figures. Foap. 4to. 

Knrsery Ifonsense, or Bhtmbs without Rbason. By D'Anor W. 

Thompson. Sixty Illustrations by C. H. Bbnnbtt. Second 

Edition. Imperial 16mo, or with coloured plates, gilt edges^ ^s, 6cL 

" The ftmniest book we have seen for an age, and quite as harmless as 
]uaaty."-^Daily Review, 



COMICAL PICTURE BOOKS. 

Uniform in Size with "The Struwwelpeter." 

Two Shillings and Sixpence each, with Sixteen large 
Coloured Flates, fancy hoards; or mounted on cloth j One 

Shilling extra. 

Careless Chicken (The). By the Babon TCrakemsidbs. Blustrated 
by Alfred Cbowquii<l. 

Fnnny Leaves for the Yonnger Branches. By the Babon 
Krakrmsidbb. Illustrated by Alfbbd Cbowquill. 

Langh and Orow Wise. By the Senior Owl of Ivy Hall. 

Loves of Tom Tucker and Little Bo-Peep. Written and Illus- 
trated by Thomas Hoor, 

Nursery Fun, or The Little Folks' Piotubb Book. The Illus- 
trations by C. H. Bennett. 

Picture Fables. Written and Blustrated by Alfred Crowquill. 

Spectropia, or Surprising Spectral Illusions, showing Ghosts 

everywhere, and of any Colour. By J. H. Bbown. Fifth 

Edition. 

" One of the best toy books we have seen." — Athenceum. 
' **X clever book. ThA illusions are founded on true scientific principles." 
'—Chemical News. 
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The Headlong Oareer and Wofol Ending of Fteoodonf Piggy. 

Written for his Children, by the late Thomab Hood. Fourth 
XSdition. 
** The illiutnitioiui ore intenaely' hnmorouB/'— !**« Critic. 

Upfide Down: a Series of AmuBing Pictures from Sketehes by the 
late W. MoCoNNBLL, with Verses by TuoltAB Hood. 
** Ludicroiui and tanniAng.**-^lUuttrated Timet. 



Two Shillings, cloth elegant, with Illustralions, or with 
coloured plates, giU edges, Three Shillings. 

Chit Chat, or Shobt Tales ik Sbost Words. 

Conyenations on the life of Jesus Chxist. By a Motheb. 

Easy Lessons, or Leadino-stbinos to Knowledge. 

Fanny and Her if^mfn^ or East Lessoms fob Childben. 

Oood in Everything, or The Eablt Hzstoby of Gilbebt 
Habland. By Mrs. Babwell. Second Edition. 

Jfifkfiiriii^ Knowledge : a Spelling and Beading' Book on a Popular 
Plan. Tenth Edition. 

litile Lessons fat Little Learners, in Words of One Syllable. By 
Mrs. Babwell. Eleventh Edition. 

Little Beader (The) : a Progressive Step to Knowledge. 

Mianima's Bible Stories, fob hbb Little Bots Ain> Gzbls. 

Fourteenth Edition. 

« 

Mamma's Bible Stories (A Sequel to). Sixth Edition. 

Mamma's Lessons, fob heb Little Bots Ain> Gibls. 

Primrose Pilgrimage (The) : a Woodland Story. By M. Bbtham 
Edwabds. 

<« One of the best bookg of children's verse that has appeared sinoe the 
early days of Mary "Ko^i^.^'—Noneofkformitt. 

Silver Swan (The) : a Fairy Tale. By Madame de Chatelaiv. 
Illustrated by John Lbsoh. 

Scenes of Animal life and Chaxacter, fbom Natdbb Ain> 
RBOOLLEonoM. In Twenty Plates. By J. B. 4to, fancy boards. 

" Truer, heartier, more playful, or more enjoyable aketches of animal 
lifo could Bcaroely be found anywhere."— 5p0(^tor. 

Sunday Lessons for Little Children. By Mrs. Babwell. 

Tales of Sohool Life. By Agnes Loudov. Ulustrations by 
Abbolok. Second Edition. Boyal 16mo. 

Wonders of Home, in Eleven Stories (The). By Gbabdfatheb 
Gbbt. Fourth Edition. Boyal 16mo. 
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Two Shillings each. 

CSonfeBBionB of a Loet Bog (The). Reported by her Mistress, 
Franoes Powbb Gobbb. With a Photograph of the Dog from 
Life, hj Fbank Habs. Super-royal l6mo. 

How to Make DoQb' Famitare and to FnrnJflfa a DqI1*b Honm. 

With 70 UlustrationB. Imperial 16mo. 

XUnstrated Paper Model Maker. By E. Landells. 

Bhymes and PiotnieB about Bbbad, Tba, Suoab, Gorrair, Goals, 

AND Gold. By William Nbwiian. Seventy-two Illustrations. 

Price 2«. plain ; 3«. 6</. coloured, 

*^* Each Subject may be had separately. Sd, plain; !«. coioured, 

Sunday Evenings with Sophia, or Litilb Talks on Gbbat 
Subjbgts. Fcap. 8vo. 

Home Amusements: a Ghoice Gollection of Riddles, Charades, 
Gonundrums, Parlour Gktmes, and Forfeits. 

Key to Knowledge, or Things in Gommon Usb simflt and 
SHORTLY bzflainbd. Thirteenth Edition. 

The Surprising Adventures of the Glumsy Boy Crusoe. By 
Ghablbs H. Ross. With Twenty-three Coloured Blustrations. 

The Remarkable History of the House that Jack BuiU. Illus- 
trated and Illuminated by the Son of a Genius. Coloured. 

The Ladder to Learning: a Collection of Fables, arranged pro- 
gressively in Words of One, Two, and Three Syllables. 

The Young Vocalist: a Gollection of Twelve Songs, each with an 
Accompaniment for the Pianoforte, selected from Mozart, Weber, 
Mendelssohn, Spohr, etc. By Mrs. Mounget Babtholokbw, 
Associate of the Philharmonic Society. 4to, price 28, imitation 
chtk; or Ss, 6d bound in extra c/btA, ^k edges, 

"These Lyrics are selected and oomiK>8edfar diildrenwhoare too young 
to sing operatic or romantic sonn or too old for those founded (m nursery 
tales. The melodies are all of a suitable compass, so that the voices 
may not be injured by practice at an early age." — Extract J^om Preface, 

** Aixanged with the best possible taste and sktll.**— ifuHoEtf World. 



One Shilling and Sixpence each, cloth elegant^ mth lUuS" 

trations. 

Always Happy, or Anbodotbs of Fbuz and his Sisteb Sbbbna. 
Among the Brigands, and other Tales of Adventure. By Mrs. 

BOWEN. 

Animal Histories. The Doo. 

Animal Histories. The Robins and Mousb. 

Christian EUiott, or Mbs. Dantbr's Prize. 
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FenuUe ObriatlMi Kamei, amd thkib Tbaohinob. By Mju. 
BBOMniLD. Oilt edges. 

OnuuliiiuiiBw*! BeUoi, ahd bkr Stobibs aboot* theic. By B. E. 
BowBB. Author of **Jaek the Conqueror,^ **Diok and his 
Donkey," " Robin's Christmu Eye," etc. 

EMOio mu (The), or Thb AoTBirnmBS of a Famtlt oif thb 
Banks of tub Amazon. By W. H. G. Kikoston. 

HoUdBy TbIm. By Flobbnob Wilfobd. An^or of '< Nigel ! 
Bartrun's Ideal,** eto. | 

LBdy BtoddBrt*! BooMdi TUet. 

little IJaette, thb Obphan of Alsagb. By the Anther of '^Lonis | 
Michand,** eto. Second Edition. 

little Boelraok (The), from the German. BluBtrated by LoeeoK. 
Fancy boards (2«. coloured). \ 

Poetry ead Hfttnre. Short Pobmb ahd Tbixmbb's iNTBODuonoir. 

TtUes fSor Boyi. Habbt's Holiday, and Nbvbb Wbono. j 

TtUes for Olrle. Mrs. Lbecbstbb'b School, and Right ANDWaoBO. , 

Trimmer*! (Mn.) Old Teetement L m bo bs . With 40 Engrarings. 

Trioiiner*! (JCn.) New Testament L e sson s . With 40 EngrsTings. 

Wrecked, Not Lost; or Thb Pilot A2n> ms Companioks. By the 
Hon. Mrs. DukdaS. 



THB FAVOURITE LIBRAET. 
One Shilling eeu^, cloth elegant. 

A Series of Works for the Yonng; eaeh Volume with an Dlnstra- 

tion by a weU-known Artist. 

1. The WaViia^i^ Berd Boy. Br Ladt Stoddabt. 

2. MxB. Leioestex's SohodL Br Chablbs and Mabt Lamb. 
8. The History of The BoUns. Br Mbs. Tbimkbb. 

4. Memoir of Bob, The Spotted Terrier. 

6. Keeper's TraTols in Search of His Master. 

6. The Scottish Orphans. Br LAor Stoddabt. 

7. Nerer Wrong; or, the Toong Disputant; abd "It was oaliy 

in Pun." 

8. The life and Pexamlnilations of a Moose. 

9. Easy Introduction to the Knowledge of Nature. Br Mbs. 

Trimmbb. 

10. Bight and Wrong. Br the Author of ^'Alwatb Hapft.'* 

11. Harry*s Holiday. Br Jbffbbts Tatlob. 

12. Short Poems and Hymns for Ohildxen. 

The above may be had, Two Vohtmea bound in One^ at U, Gd. each. 
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Johnny Dfiller ; or Tbcth asd Pshbsvbbanob. By Fbanqb Wsiss. 

Price 1«. 

Hand ShadowB, to be thrown npon the Wall. By Hbnbt BdbbiiiL. 
First and Second Series, each containing Sixteen Original 
Designs. New Edition. 4to, price Is. plain. Is, 6d coloured. 
" UzLoommonly deveiv-soiine wonderful effects axe produoed." — I%e Prest. 

Nine lives of a Oat (The) : a Tale of Wonder. Written and Illus- 
trated by G. H. Bennett. Twenty-four Coloured Engravings, 
sewed, price Is, 

** Bich in the quaint humour and £ui<^ that a man of genius knows how 
to spare for the enlivenment of children/*— ^jramtner. 

Bhoda ; or. The Ezobllbngb of Ohabxty. Fourth Edition, price Is, 

Slunrt and Sunple Prayers, fob the Use of Younq GHUDsraf. 

With Hymns. Eighth Edition, price Is, 



DUBABLE NURSEEY BOOKS. 
Mounted on cloth with coloured plates, One ShiUing each. 



1. Alphabet of Goody Two 
Shoes. 

2. GiNDEBBLLA. 

S OooK Robin. 

4. Ooubtshipof JbnntWben. 

5. Dame Tbot and Heb Oat. 

6. HiSTOBT OF AN ApPLB PiB. 

7. HousB THAT Jack Built. 



8. Little Rhymes fob Littlb 
Folks. 

9. MOTHEB HuBBABD. 

10. Monkey's Fbouo. 

11. Puss IN Boots. 

12. Old Woman and heb Pig. 

13. Tommy Tbip's Museum of 

BiBDS. 



The OowBlip. Is. plain; Is, 6d, I The Daisy. Is. plain; Is, 6d 
coloured. ' coloured. 

The Anstzalian Babes in the Wood : a True Story told in Rhyme 
for the Young. Price Is. boards, Is. 6d cloth, gilt edges. 



Price SwDpence each, Plain ; One ShUlinff, coloured. 

1. British Animals. Ist Series. 

2. British Animals. 2nd Series. 
8. British Birds. 

4.PardgnAidmaI& Ut Series. J UluBtrated by Haebisok 
6. Foreign Animals. 2nd Series. ' Weib. 

6. Foxeign Bizd& 

7. The Farm and its Scenes. 
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6. The diTwting hlftory of John Gilpin. 

9. Tho Peaoook at home, end Bnttexfly*! BelL 

10. Hietoryof Joeeph. \ 

11. mrtoryofllbfee. I mnitrated by Johw 

12. Ilfo of oDir SftTionr. | Ghaebt. 
18. Minute of Ohriffc. 3 



WOEKS FOE DISTEIBUTION. 

▲ Women's Secret; or, How to Maki Hoki Hafft. Thirtieth 

Thousand. 18mo, price 6d 

By the same Author, nniform in size and price. 
Women*! Work; or, How shi oan Hxlp thb Sick. Eighteenth 
Thousand. 

▲ Ofaapter of AoddentB ; or, Thb MoTHm's AsnsTAirT in OAtm ow 

BuBirs, SoALDs, Cuts, &o. Ninth Thousand. 

Tvy to-day, Tnut to-numow ; a Story illustratiye of the Evils of 

the Tally System. Seventh Thousand. , 

Voziery Work; or, Hannah Bakbb's Fibst Plaob. Fifth 
Thousand. 

The Cook and the Doctor; or, Ohbap Bbgupbs and TTsbtul 
Rbkedibs. Selected from the three first books. Price 2d. 

Home BUBcnltieB; or, Whobb Fault is it? A Few Words on the , 
Serrant Queslion. Price 4td, 

Family Prayexi far Octtage Homee, with Passages from the | 
Scriptures. Price id. 



TAKING TALES FOE COTTAGE HOMEa 

In Plain Language and Large Type. Edited by W. H. G. Edtoston. 
With Engrarings. Crown 8to, price 4d. 

1. The Miller of Hillbrook: a Rural Tale. 

2. Tom Tmeman, a Sailob in a Mbbobantman. 

3. Michael Hale and his Family in Canada. 

4. John Annstrong; Thb Soldibb. 

6. Joseph Budge, Thb Austrauan Shbphbbd. 

6. life Undergrrand ; ob, Diok thb Colubrt Bor. 

7. life on the Ooaet ; ob, Thb Littlb Fishbb Oibl. 

8. AdTentures of Two Oxphane in London. 

9. Early Days on Board a Man-of-War. 

10. Walter the Foundling: a Tale of Olden Times. 

11. The Tenants of Snnnyiide Fann. 

12. Holmwood; ob, Thb Nbw Zbaland Sbttles. 

The Work may also be had in Four volumes. Price Is. 6d, each, 
cloth, printed covers ; or 2 vols, do^ extra. 8«. 6d. each. 
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HUb name vtbb Hera By the Author of '^ The Fonr Seasom." 
Frontispiece by Sib W. Galoott, KA. Super Royal 16mo, 
price l8. sewed. 

By the same Author. 
How I Became a Govemefls. Third £dition. Price 2«. cloth ; 2«. 6{iL, 
gilt edges. 

Bldky-Bizda : a True Story. Third Edition. Price Sd. 

My Pretty Pnas. With Frontispiece. Price 6<£ 

The Grateful Sparrow : a True Story. Fifth Edition, price 6dl 

The AdventareB of a Butterfly. From the French of P. J. Stahl. 
Seven Engravings. Price ScL 

The Hare that Found his Way Home. From the French of P. J. 
Stahl. Second Edition. Price Qd. 



HISTOET. 

True Stories from Anoient History, chronologically arranged from 
the Creation of the World to the Death of Charlemagne. 
Twelfth Edition. 12mo, 6s. cloth. 

True Stories from Modem History, from the Death of Charlemagne 
to the present Time. Eighth Edition. 12mo, 6«. cloth. 

Battle Fields : a graphic Guide to the Places described in the His- 
tory of England as the Scenes of such Events ; with the situation 
of the principal Naval Engagements fought on the Coast. By 
Mr. WluTHiEB, Geographer. On a Large Sheet, 3s. 6d. ; or on 
a Roller, and varnished, 7s. 6d, 

UiB. Trimmer^s Concise History of England, revised and brought 
down to the present Time. By Mrs. MHiVkb. With Portraits 
of the Sovereigns. 6s. cloth. 

Ehymes of Royalty: the History of England in Verse, from the 
Norman Conquest to the reign of Yigtobia ; with a sununary 
of the leading events in each reign. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. cloth. 



GEOGRAPHY. 



The First Book of Geography ; specially adapted as a Text Book 
for Beginners. By Hugo Reid. Fourth Edition, revised. 18mo, 
Is. sewed. 

" One of the most sensible little books on the subject of Qeography we 
have met 'mih.'*'^JBdueational ISmet. 
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Ganltier*! FamUiar Geography. With a conciBO Treatise on the 
Artificial Sphere, and two coloured Maps, illustrative of the 
principal Geographical Terms, Sixteenth Edition. 16mo, 8«. 
cloth. 

Butler's Oatline Maps, and Key, or Gboorafhioal and Biogra- 
rmoAL EzSRCiBES ; with a Set of Coloured Outline Maps, designed 
for the use of Young Persons. By the late Williak Butler. 
Enlarged by the Author's Son, J. O. Butlbr. Thirty-fifth 
Edition, revised, 4«. 

Pictorial Geography. For the use of Children. Presenting at one 
view lUuBtrations of the various Geographical Terms, and thus 
imparting dear and definite ideas of their meaning. On a 
Large Sheet. Price 2«. 6d. in Tints ; Bs. on Boilers, varnished. 

Tabulaff Views of the Geography and Sacred ffistory of Pales- 
tine, AND OF THE Travels of St. Paul. Intended for Pupil 
Teachers, and others engaged in Class Teaching. By A. T. 
White. Oblong 8vo, price Is. sewed. 



GEAMMAE. 

A Compendions Grammar, and Philolooioal Haitd-Book of tub 
Englibh Lakouaoe, for the use of Schools and Candidates for 
the Army and Civil Service Examinations. By John Georob 
Co«X2UHOUN, Esq., Barrister-at-Law. Fcap. 8vo. 

** A real and very useful aooesaion to the list of English mamuiU.''— 
JSducational Times, 

" We are not acquainted with any single volume that in such a small 
oompasB oontaiiu so much useful information." — Soholatdc Regigter, 

** just the book we should like to see in Training Colleges, and placed in 
the hands of Pupil 1eaxi\ien J* ^National Schoolmaster. 

Grammar made Intelligible to Children. New and Revised 
Edition. By George Darnell. Price \a, cloth. 

Failing Simplified : an Introduction and Companion to all Gram- 
mars; consisting of Short and Easy Rules, with Parsing Lessons 
to each. By Thomab Darnell. Third Edition. Price 1«. 
cloth. 

** Sound in prindple, singularly felicitous in example and illustration ; 
and the boy that will not learn to parse on Mr. Damell'B plan, is not likely 
to do so on any other." — Morning Post. 

The OhildTi Grammar. Mrs. Loyechild. Fiftieth Edition. 18mo> 
^d. cloth. 

A Word to the Wise, or Hints oh the Current Imfroprietie8 

OF Expression in Writino and SpsAKiNa. By Parbt 

GwYNNB. Thirteenth Thousand. 18mo, price 6<i sewed ; or 

l8, cloth, gilt edges. 

All who wish to mind their p*s and q*9 should oonsnlttids little volume." 

Oentleman*$ Magazine. 
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Harry Hawkms^a H'Book; showing how he learned to aspirate 
his H's. Frontispiece by H. WEia. Third Edition. Super- 
royal IGmo, price 6c?. 

** No family or schoolroom -within, or indeed beyond, the sound of Bow 
beUs, should be without this merry manual." — Art Journal. 

The Prince of Wales's Primer. With 340 Illustrations by 
J. Gilbert. New Edition, price 6«?.; Illuminated Cover 
and Title, U. 



AEITHMETIO AND ALGEBEA. 

Arithmetic made Intelligible to Children. By Geoboe Dabnell. 
Price Is, 6d. cloth. 

One Thousand Arithmetical Tests, or The Examiner's Assistant. 
Specially adapted, by a novel arrangemement of the subject, 
for Examination Purposes, but also suited for general use in 
Schools. By T. S. Gayzbr, Head Master of Queen Elizabeth's 
Hospital, Bristol. Sixth Edition, with a complete set of 
Examples and Models of Work. Price Is. 6d, 

*4ii* Answers to the above, Is, 6d. clotii. 

One Thousand Algebraical Tests; on the same plan. Second 
Edition. 8vo, price 2s. 6d cloth. 
*^* Answers to the Algebraical Tests, price 2s, 6d. cloth. 

Theory and Practice of the Metric System of Weights and 
Measures. By Professor Leone Levi, F.S.A., F.S.S. Third 
Edition. Sewed I*.; or on cloth boards. Is. Qd. 

" No man in Europe is better qualified to state the whole case on behalf 
of the Metric System. The book is also calculated to be very useful to the 
pupil as well as to the teacher." — School Board Chronicle. 

" The work is exhaustive as to its matter, and valuable for its infor- 
mation." — Educational Heporter. 

*«* The educational Code of 1871 prescribes that in all Schools the 
Children in Standards Y. & VI. should know the principles of the Metric 
System. 

The Essentials of Geometry, Plane and: Solid, as taught in Ger- 
many and France. For Students preparing for examination, 
Cadets in Naval and Military Schools. Technical Classes, &c. 
By J. R. MoRELL, formerly. one of Her Majesty's Inspectors of 
Schools. With numerous Diagrams. Price 2s., cloth. 



ELEMENTARY FRENCH WORKS. 

Le Babillard : an Amusing Introduction to the French Language. 
By a French Lady. Eighth Edition. 16 Plates. 2«. cloth. 

Lee Jeones Narrateurs, ou Petits Contbs Moraux. With a Key 
to the difficult Words and Phrases. . Third Edition. 18mo, 
2s, cloth. 
** Written in pure and easy Frentii.*'— Ifomm^ Post, 
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The Piotorlal Franoh Oranmuff. For the use of Ohildren. With 
80 lUaBtrationB. Second Thooaand. Royal 16mo, price 1«. 
sewed; 1«. 6d, doth. 

Bowbotham's Hew and Eaay Method of Tiearntng the Fzenoh 
Genden. New Edition. 6d. 

Bellenger*! French Word and Fhraie Book; containing a Belect 
Vocabulary and Dialogues, for the use of Beginners. New 
Edition. Price 1«. 



ELEMBNTAEY GERMAN. 

Ber flchwatzer, or Thb P&attlvb. An Amusing Introduction to 
the German Language. Sixteen niustrations. Price 2«. cloth. 



A Short and Certain Boad to Beading. By Obobob Damxelu 

Price 6d, cloth. 
The Modem Britiih Flntaxoh, or Lxybs of Men DismrouiSHBD 

IK THB BBOBirr HiBTOBT OF OUB Ck>UNTBT VOB TBBIB TALENTfl, 

ViBTUBS, ABD AcBmvBicBNTa. By W. C. Tatlob, LL.D. 12mo. 
Second Thousand, it. 6€L\ or 5«. gilt edges. 

Little by little: a Series of Graduated Lessons in the Art of 
Reading Music. By the Author of ^^Oonversations on Har- 
mony.** Second Edition. Oblong Sro, price Ss. Sd, cloth. 

** One of the best vrodnotions of the kind which have yet appeased."— 
Oharlet Steggallf mum. D., Oantab. 

Brery-Bay Thlnga, or Useful Ehowlbdob bbsfbotiko thb fbdt- 

oiPAL Animal^ Vbobtablb, and Mihbbal Substanobs nr 

ooMMOir U8B. Second Edition, revised. 18mo, 1«. Sd. doth. 

** A little enoydopflKUa of uiefkal knowledge, deterring a plaee in erery 
JuTenile ]ihnxy,**—JBva*^eUe<U MageuiM, 



GEOEGE DARNELL'S COPT BOOKS. 

These Copy Books are the production of an experienced School- 
master ; they insure the progress of the learner, and greatly lighten 
the labours of the teacher. The copies gradually advance from a 
simple stroke to a superior small-hand. Their gxeat variety secures 
attention, and prevents the pupils from copying their own writing 
as in books with single head lines. 

Labob Post, Sixteen Numbers, 0<f. each. 

FooLSOAP, Twenty-four Numbers, Zd. each. 

Ubitbbsal, Sixteen Numbers, 2d, each. 

"For teaching writing I would xeoommend the uie of Damell'i Copy 
Books. I have noticed a marked improvement wherever they have been 
uied."— i2«poH of Mr. Move {NaHonal Booietfft Organiur of Schools) 
to tht Woreutor ZHoemtn Board efJSdueaUon, 
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